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ESSAYS AND SKETCHES 



RECOLLECTIONS OF 
CHRIST'S HOSPITAL 

' I *0 comfort the desponding parent with the Its 
*" thought that, without diminishing the stock purpo*^ 
which is imperiously demanded to furnish the more 
pressing and homely wants of our nacutre, he has 
disposed of one or more perhaps out of a numerous 
offspring) under the shelter of a care scarce less ten- 
der than the patema^ where not only their bodily 
cravings shall be supplied, but that mental pabulum 
is also dispensed, which He hath declared to be 
no less necessary to our sustenance, who said, that 
<<not by bread akme man can live : " for this Christ's 
Hospital unfolds her bounty. Here neither, on the 
one hand, are the youth lifted up above their family, 
which we must suppose liberal though reduced ; 
nor, on the other hand, are they liable to be d^ 
pressed below its level by the mean habits and 
sentiments which a common charity-school gener- 
ates. It is, in a word, an Institution to keep those 
who have yet held up their heads in the world from 
sinking 9 to keep alive the spirit of a decent house- 

B 
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The hold, when poverty was in danger of crushing it ; 
Founda- iq assist those who are the most willing, but not 

the^lSv ^^^*y^ *^^ "^^^* ^^^^> '^ assist themselves ; to 
separate a child from his family for a season, in 
order to render him back hereafter, with feelings 
and habits more congenial to it, than he could even 
have attained by remaining ^t .home m the bosom vf 
it. It is a preserving and renovating principle, an 
antidote for the res angusta domiy when it presses, 
as it always does, most heavily upon the most in- 
genuous natures. 

This is Christ's Hospital ; and whether its char- 
acter would be improved by confiniiig its Advantages 
to the very lowest of the people, let those judge 
1 who have witnessed the looks, the gestures^ the be^ 
haviour^ the manner of their play with one anoth^, 
their deportment towards strangers, the whole afr» 
pect and |)^ysiognomy of that vast assemblage of 
boys on the London foundation, who fteshen and 
make alive again with their spdrts the else moulder- 
ing cloisters of theold Grey Friars — whicJi stran-* 
gers who have never witneteed, if they pass through 
Niewgate Street, or by. Smithfield, would do Well 
to go a little out of their way to see. 

For the Christ's Hospital boy feels that he is no 
' charity-boy \ he feels it in the. antiquity > and re* 
gaiity of the foundation to which he belongs ; in 
the usage which he meets with at school^ and the 
treatment he is accustomed to out of its bounds ; 
in the. respect, and. even kindness^- which hda well 
known garb never fails to procure .him in the 
streets of the metropolis ; he feels it in his educa- 
tion, in that measure of clas^cal attainments, which 
evexy individual at that school, though not destined 
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to a learned profession^ has it in his power to pro^ Cbiu'ac- 
cure, attamments which it would be worse ^^^'^^n *J^ ^^JjJ** 
folly to put it in the reath of the labouring, classes w^^^* 
to ac^r« : he feels it in the numberless comfisfts, 
and even magnificences which surround htm; in 
his old and awful cloisters, with their traditions; 
in his spacious school-rooms, and in the well*, 
ordered^ airy, and lofty rooms where he sleeps; 
in his stately dining-hall, hung round with pictures, 
by Verrio, Lely, and others, one of them sur- 
passing in size and grandeur almost any other in 
the kingdom ; ^ above all, in the very extent and 
magnitude of the -body to which he belongs, and 
the consequent spirit, the intelligence^ and public 
COiiscience, whidi is the result of saimany various 
yet w(Miderlully combining members* Compared 
wt^.this lastHoamed advantage, what is the stock 
of information, (I do not here sp^ak of book- 
learnings but of that knowledge which boy receives 
from boyy) the maas of collected opinions, the in- 
telligence in.comttion, among the few and narroV 
members^ of an ordinary boardingi-school I 

The Christ's Hospital or Blue-coat boy, has a 
distinctive character of his own, as far removed 
from the a^ect qualities of a common charity-boy 
as at is from the disgusting forwaidness of a la)4 
brought up at some other of the public schools. 
There is firh^ in>it, accumulated from the circum*< 
stances which I have described as differencing him 
from the former;. and there is ^ restraining modesty 9 

' ' . ' ' '' 

^ By Verrioy representing James the Second on his 
throne, surrounded by his courtiers, (all curious portraits,) 
receiving the mathematical plipils at their annual presenta- 
tion^ a custom still kept up on New-Yefcr's-Day at CouH. 
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HiB from a sense of obligation and dc|>endence, which 
modest jamt ever keep his deportment from asnmilating 
jo^oas^ ^ jj^ ^£ j.j^g latter. His yery garb, as it is 
antique and venerable, feeds his' self-respect^ as it 
is a badge of dependence, it restrains the natural 
petulance of that age from breaking out into overt^- 
acts of insolence. This produces silence and a 
reserve before strangers, yet not that cowardly ^y- 
ness which boys mewed up at home will feel ; he 
will speak up when spoken to, but the stranger 
must begin the conversation with him. Within 
his bounds he is all fire and play ; but in the streets 
he steals along with all the self-concentration of a 
youzkg monk. He is never known to mix with 
odier boys, they ^e a sort of laky to him. All 
this proceeds, I have no doubt, from the continual 
consciousness which he carries about him of the 
difference of his dress from that of the rest of the 
world 'f with a modest jealousy over himself, lest, 
by over-hastily mixing with common and secular 
playfellows, he should commit ^ dignity of his 
cloth. Nor let any one laugh at this; for, con- 
sidering the propensity of the multitude, and 
especially of the small multitude, to ridicule any 
thing unusual in dress — above all, where such 
peculiarity may be construed by malice into a 
mark of disparagement — this reserve will appear 
to be nothing more than a wise instinct in the 
Blue*coat boy. That it is - neither pride nor 
rusticity, at least that it has none of the offensive 
qualities of either, a stranger may soon satisfy him- 
self by putting a question to any of these boys : he 
may be sure of an answer couched in terms of plain 
civility, neither loquacious nor embarrassed. Let 
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him put the same quefltion to a parish boy^ or to 

one of the trencher-caps in the cloisters, and wnuwU-. 

the impudent reply of the one shall not fail to ex- ^'^"^ 
asperate any more than the certain seryilityy and 
niercenary eye to reward, which he will meet with 
in the other, can fail to depress and sadden him. 

The Christ's Ho^ital boy is a religious char* 
acter. His school is eminently a religious founda- 
tion, it has its peculiar prayers, its services at set 
times, its graces, hymns, and anthems, following each 
other in an almost monastic closeness of succession. 
ThijT religious character in hkn is not always un- 
tinged with superstition. That is not wonderful, 
when we consider the thousand tales and traditions 
which must circulate, with undisturbed credulity, 
amongst so many boys, that have so few checks to 
their belief from any intercourse with the world at 
large; upon whom their equals in age must work 
ao much, their elders so little. With this leaning 
towards an over-belief in matters of religion, which 
will soon correct itself when he comes out into 
society, may he classed a turn for romance above 
most other boys. This is to be traced in the same 
manner to thnr excess of society with each other, 
and defect of mingling with the world. Hence 
the peculiar avidity with which such books as the 
Arabian Nights' Entertainments, and others of a 
still wilder cast, are, or at least were in my time, 
sought for by the boys. I remember when some 
half-dozen of them set off from school, without 
map, card, or compass, on a serious expedition to 
find out P/fiSp QuarH^s Island. 

The Christ's Hospital boy's sense of right and 
wrong is peculiarly tender and apprehensive. It is 
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His «b- even apt ta run out into ceremonial ^observances, 
senrances ^j^ ^q impose a yoke upon itself beyond the strict 
obligations of the moral law* Those who weite 
contemporaries wkh me at that School thirty years 
agOy wUl remembet with what more than Judaic 
rigour the eating of the fat of certain boiled meats^ 
was interdicted. A boy would have blushed, as at 
the exposure of some heinous iitimorality, to have 
been detected eating that forbidden portion of his 
allowance of animal food, the whole of which, while 
he was in health, was little more than suiRcient to 
allay his hunger. The same, or even greater, re- 
finement was shewn in the rejection of certain kinds 
of sweetK:kke. What gave rise to ^ese supereroga* 
tory penances, these self-denying ordinances, I could 
never learn ; ^ they certainly argue no defect of the 
conscientious principle. A little excess in thdt 
article is not undesii'able in youth, to make allow- 
ance for the inevitable waste which- comes in 
maturer years. But in the less ambiguous line of 
duty, in those directions of the moral feelings which 
cannot be mistaken or depreciated, I will relate 
what took- place in the year 1785, when Mr P^rry, 
the steward, died. I must be pardoned for taking 
my instances from my own times. Indeied, the 
vividness of my recollections, while I am upon 

\ Under the denominatioa of gfigs* 

'^ I am told that the late steward [Mr Hathaway] who 
evinced on many occasions a most praiseworthy anxiety to 
promote the comfort of the boys, had occasion for all his 
address and perseverance to eradicate the first of these un- 
fortunate prejudices, in which he at length happily succeeded, 
and thereby restored to one-half of the; animal nutrition of 
the school those honours which painful superstition and 
bliifd zeal had to loog cdnspired to'withhi^id from it. 
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this subject, almost bring back those times ; they Fini - 
are present to me still. But I beliete that in the •fl^»ct« 
years which have elapsed since the period which I 
speak off the character of the Christ's Hospitd 
boy is Tery little changed: Their situation in point 
of many comforts is improved ; but that which I 
ventured before to term the fMu consciems of the 
school, the pervading moral sense, of which every 
mind partakes, and to which so many individual 
minds contribute, remains, I believe, pretty much 
the same as when I left it. I have seen within 
this twelvemonth almost the change which has been 
produced upon a boy of eight or nine years of age, 
upoii being admitted into that school ; how^ from 
a pert young coxcomb, who thought that all know- 
ledge was comprehended within his shaHow brains, 
because a smaittering of two or three languages and 
one or tWo sciences were stufled into him by in-* 
jtidicious treatment at home, by a mixture with the 
wholesome society of so many schoolfellows, in 
less timfe than I have spoken of, he has sunk to his 
own level, and is contented to be carried on in the 
quiet orbit of modest self-knowledge in which the 
common mass of that unpresumptuous assemblage 
of boys seem to knove : from bcnng a little unfeel^ 
ing mortal, he has got to feel and reflect. Nor 
would it be a difficult matter to shew how, at a 
school like this, where the boy is neither' intirely 
sepiarated from home, nor yet exclusively under its 
mfluence, the best feelings, the filial for instance, 
are brought to a maturity which they could not 
have attained under a completely domestic educa« 
tion; how the relatton of a parent is rendered less 
tender by unremitted association, and the very 
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Public V. awfulness of age is best apprdbended by some 
V"^^ sojourning amidst the comparative levity of youth ; 

education j^^^ absence^ not drawn out l?y too great extension 
into alienation or forgetfulness^ puts an edge upon 
the relish of occasional intercourse, and the boy is 
made the better cSilii by that which keeps the 
force of that relation from being felt as perpetually 
pressing on him; how the substituted paternity, 
into the care of which he is adopted, while in every 
thing substantial it makes up for the natural, in the 
' necessary omission of individual fondnesses and 
partialities, directs the mind only the more strongly 
to appreciate that natural and first tie, in which 
such weaknesses are the bond of strength^ and the 
appetite which craves after them b^rays no perr 
verse palate^ But these speculations rather belong 
to the question of the comparative advantages of a 
public over a private education in general. I must 
get back to my favourite school ; and to that which 
took place when our old and good steward died. 

And I will say, that when I think of the fre- 
quent instances which I have met with in children, 
of a hard-heartednessy a callousness, and insensi- 
bility to the loss of relations, even of those who 
have begot and nourished them, I cannot but con- 
sider it as a proof of something in the peculiar con- 
formation of that school, favourable to the expan- 
sion of the best feelings of our nature, that, at the 
period which I am noticing, out of five hundred 
boys there was not a dry eye to be found among, 
them, nor a heart that (Ud not beat with genuine 
emotion. Every impulse to play, untU the funeral 
day was past, seemed suspended throughout the 
school; and the boys, latiely so mirthful and 
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spiightlyy were seen pacing their cloisters alone, In 
or in sad groupes standing about, few of them "^"Minr 
without some token, such as their slender means ||^p p^^^^ 
could provide, a black ribband or something to 
denote respect and a sense of their loss. The 
time itself was a time of anarchy, a time in which 
all authority (out of school-hours) was abandoned. 
The ordinary restraints were for those days super- 
seded ; and the gates, which at other times kept us 
in, were left without watchers. Yet, with the ex- 
ception of one or two graceless boys at most, who 
took advantage of that suspension of authorities to 
skulk out^ as it was called, the whole body of that 
great school kept rigoroualy within their bounds 
by a voluntary self-imprisonment; and they who 
broke bounds, though they escaped punishment 
from any master, fell into a general disrepute 
among us, and, for that which at any other time 
would have been applauded and admired as a mark 
of spirit, were consigned to infamy and reproba- 
tii>n ; so much natural government have gratitude 
and the principles of reverence and love, and so 
much did a respect to their dead friend prevail 
with these Christ's Hospital boys, above any fear 
which his presence among them when living could 
ever produce. Ajsd if the impressions* which were 
made on my mind so long ago are to be trusted, 
v^ richly did their steward deserve this tribute. 
It is a pleasure to me even now to call to mind his 
portly form, the regal awe which he always con*^ 
trived to inspire, in spite of a tenderness and even 
weakness of nature that would have enfeebled the 
reins of discipline in any other master ; a yearning 
of tenderness towards those under his protection, 
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The Rer which could make five hundred boys at once Jfeel 
Jttmes towards him each as to their indiyidual fath^« 
®y^r He had fauks, with which we had nothing to do; 
but, with all his faults, indeed, Mr Perry was a 
most extratordinary creature. Contemporary with 
him, and still living, though he has long^ since 
resigned his occupation, will it be impertinoit to 
mention the name of our excellent upper grammar- 
master, the Rev James Boyer? He was a disci- 
plinarian, indeed, of a dtfFerent stamp from him 
whom I hare just described ; but, now the terrors 
of the rod, and of a temper a little too hasty to 
leave the more nervous of us quite at our ease to 
do justice to his merita in those days, are long 
since over, ungrateful were we if we should refuse 
our testimony to that unwearied assiduity with 
which he attended to the particular improvement 
of each of us. Had we been the offspring of the 
first gentry in the land, he could not have been in- 
stigated by the strongest views of recompense and 
reward to have made himself a greater slave to the 
most laborious of all occupations than he dtd for 
us sons of charity, from whom, or from our 
parents, he could expect nothing. He has had 
his reward in the satisfaction of having discharged 
his duty, in the pleasurable consciousness of havmg 
advanced the respectability of that institution to 
which, both man and boy, he was attached; in the 
honours to which so many of his pupils have suc- 
cessfully aspired at both our Universities; and in 
the staff with which the Governors of the Hospital: 
at the close of his hard labours, with the highest 
expressions of the obligations the school lay under 
to him unanimously voted to present him. 
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I hare often xx>ii8idered it among tiie felicities Ahy^ 
o£ the coDfltitution of this school, that the ofHces ^fi^won 
of steward and schoolmaster are kept distinct; the 
strict business of cducatson alone devolving upon 
the latter, while the former has the charge o£ all 
things out of school, the controul of the provisions, 
the regulation df meals, of dress, of play, and the 
ordinary intercourse of the boys. By this division 
of management, a ' superior respectability must 
attach to the teacher while his office is unmixed 
with any of these lower concerns. A still greater 
advantage over the construction of common board-* 
ing-^chools is to be found in the settled salaries of 
tbe mastere, renderii^ diem totally free of obliga- 
tion to any individual pupil or his parents. This 
never fails to have its e^ct at schools where each 
boy can reckon, up to a hair what profit the master 
derives from him, where he views him eVery day 
in the light of a caterer, a provider for the family, 
who is to get so much by him in each of his meals. 
Boys will see and consider these things ; and how 
much must the sacrkl character of preceptor suffer 
in their minds by these degrading associations! 
The very bill which the pupil carries home with 
him at Christmas, eked out, perhaps, with elaborate 
though necessary minuteness, instructs him that his 
teachers have other ends than the mere love to 
learning in the lessons which they giVe him ; and 
though diey put into his hands the "frne sayings of 
Seneca or Epictetus, yet they themselves are nohe 
of those disinterestird pedagogues to teach philo- 
sophy graHs. The master, too, is sensiUe that he 
is • seen in tHis light ; and how much this must 
lessen that a^ctionate regard to the learners which 
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A0lectiofl» alooe can sweeten the bitter labour of mstruction, 
** iJJ«^*' and convert the whole biuiness into unwelcome and 
*^^^°* uninteresting task-work^ noany preceptors that I 
have conversed with on the subject are ready, with 
a sad hearty to acknowledge. From this incon-* 
venience the settled salaries of the masters of this 
sdiool in great measure exempt tjiem; while the 
happy custom of chusing masters (indeed every 
officer of the establishment) from those who have 
recoved their education there, gives them an in- 
terest in advancing the character of the school, and 
binds them to observe a tenderness and a respect 
to the children, in which a stranger, feeling that 
independence which I have spoken of, might well 
be expected to fail. 

In affectionate recollecdons of the place where 
he was bred up, in hearty recognitions of old 
schoolfellows met with again after the lapse of years, 
or in foreign countries, the Christ's Hospital boy 
yields to none; I might almost say, he goes beyond 
most other boys. The very compass and magni* 
tude of the school, its thousand bearings, the space 
it takes up in the imagination beyond the ordinary 
schools, impresses a remembrance, accompanied 
with an elevation of mind, that attends him through 
life. It is too big, too affecting an object, to pass 
away quickly from his mind. The Christ's Hos* 
pital boy's friends at school are commonly his 
intimates through life. For me, I do not know 
whether a constitutional imbecility does not incline 
me too obstinately to cling to the remembrances of 
childhood ; in an inverted ratio to the. usual sditi- 
ments of mankind, nothing that I have been 
engaged in mnce seems o( any value or import* 
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ance, compared to the colours which imagination The 
gave to everything then. I belong to no My *\^^ 
corporate mch as I then made a part of. — And ^■*"' 
here, before. I close, taking leave of the general 
reader, and addressing myself solely to my old 
schoolfellows, that were ccHitemporaries with me 
from the year 1782 to 1789, let me have leave to 
remember some of those circumstances of our 
school, which they will not be unwilling to have 
brought back to their minds. 

And first, let us remember, as first in importance 
in our childish eyes, the young men (as they almost 
were) who, under the abomination of Grecians^ 
were waiting the expiration of the period when 
they should be sent, at the charges of the Hos- 
pital, to one or'other of our Universities, but more 
frequendy to Cambridge. These youths, from 
their superior acquirements, their superior age 
and stature, and the fewness of their numbers, 
(for seldom above two or three at a time were in- 
augurated into that high order,) drew the eyes of 
all, and especially of the younger boys, into a 
reverent observance and admiration. How tall 
they used to seem to us! — how stately would they 
pace along the cloisters! — ^while the play of the 
lesser boys was absolutely suspended, or its boister- 
Ottsness at least allayed, at their presence! Not 
that they ever beat or struck the boys — that would 
have been to have demeaned themselves — the dig- 
nity of their persons alone insured them all respect* 
The task of blows, or corporal chastisement, they 
left to the common monitors, or heads of wards, 
who, it must be confessed, in our dme had rather 
too much licence allowed them to oppress and 
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The misuse their inferiors ; and the interference of the 
" King's Grecian, who may be considered as the spiritual 
*^* power, was not unfrequently called far, to mitigate 
by its mediation the heavy unrelenting lurm of this 
temporal power, or mcmitor. In fine, the Grecians 
were the solemn Muftis of the school, >^ra8 were 
computed from their time ; it used to be said, such 

or such a thing was done when S or T — rr- 

was Grecian. 

As I ventured to call the Grecians the Muftis of 
the school, the king's boys,^ as their character then 
was, may well pass for the Janissaries. They were 
the terror of all the other boys$ bred up under thai 
hardy sailor, as well as excellent mathematician, and 
co-navigator with Captain Cook, William Wales. 
All his systems were adapted to fit them for the 
rough element which they, were desdned to eiH 
counter. Frequent a^ severe punishments, which 
were expected to be borne with more than Spartaa 
fortitude, came to be considered less as inflictions 
of disgrace than as trials of ob(}tinate endurance. 
To make his boys hardy, and to give them early 
sailor'vhabits, seemed to be his only aim ; to this 
everything was subordinate. Moral obliquities, in- 
deed, were sure of receiving their full recompense, 
for no occasion of laying on the lash was ever let 
slip; but the effects expected to be produced from 
it were something very different from contrition or 
mortification. There was in William Wales a per- 
petual fund of humour, a constant glee about him, 
which, heightened by an inveterate provincialism 
of North-country dialect, absolutely took away the 

^ The mathetflatical ptipUs, bred up to the sea, on the 
Ibnndatioo of Charles the Second. 
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sting from his severitiefi, His punishmenls were a an4 tteir 
game at patience, in which the master was not always «*§»»*•• 
worst contented when he found himself at times oyer- '^ 
come by his pupil. What success this discipline had, 
or how the effects of it operated upon the after-lives 
of these king's boys, I cannot say : but I am sure 
that, for the time, they were absolute nuisances to* 
the rest of the school. Hardy, brutal, and often 
wicked, they were the mo$t graceless lump in the 
whole mass ; older and bigger than the other boy^, 
(for, by the system of their education they were kept 
longer at school by two or three years than any of 
the rest, except the Grecians,) they were a constant 
terror to the younger part of the. school; and some 
who may f ead this, I doubt not, will remember the 
consternation into whidi the juvenile fry of us. were 
thrown, when the cry was raised in the [cloisters, 
that the Fint- Order was caming — for so they turned 
the first form or class of those boys. Still these sea- 
boys answered some good purposes in the schooL 
They were the military class. among the boys, fore- 
most in athletic exercises,, who extended the hxm 
of the prowess of the school far smd near ; aild the 
apprentices in the vicinage,, and sometimes the 
butchers' boys in the neighbouring market, had 
sad occasion to attest their valour. 

The time would &il me if I were to attempt to 
enumerate all those circumstances^ some pleasant, 
some attended with some paip, which, teen through 
the mist of distance, come sweetly softened. to the 
memory. But I must crave leave to remember our 
transcending superiority in those invigorating sports, 
leap-frog, and basting the .bear ; our delightful ex- 
cursions^ in the summer holidays to the New< -River, 
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Joshua near Newington, where, like otters, we would Jive 
°**"fi^ the long day in the water, never caring for dressing 
Terend^ ourselves when we had once stripped; our savoury 
Mark- m^^s afterwards, when we came home almost fam- 
land ished with staying out all day without our dinners ; 
our visits at other times to the Tower, where, by 
antient privilege, we had free access to all the curi- 
osities ; our solemn processions through the City at 
Easter, with the Lord Mayor's largess of buns, wine, 
and a shilling, with the festive questions and civic 
pleasantries of the dispensing Aldermen, which were 
more to us than all the rest of the banquet ; our 
stately suppings in public, where the welMighted 
hall, and the confluence of well-dressed ''company 
who came to see us, made the whole look more 
like a concert or assembly, than a scene of a plain 
bread and cheese collation ; • the annual orations upon 
St Matthew's Day, in which the senior scholar, 
before he had done, seldom ^iled to reckon up, 
among those who had done honour to our school 
by being educated in it, the names of those accom- 
plished critics and Greek scholars, Joshua Barnes 
. and Jeremiah Markland (I marvel they left out 
Camden while they were about it). Let me have 
leave to remember our hymns and anthems, and 
well-toned organ ; the doleful tune of the burial 
anthem chanted in the solemn cloisters, upon the 
seldom-occurring funeral of some schoolfellow ; the 
festivities at Christmas, when the richest of us would 
club our stock to have a gaudy day, sitting round 
the fire, replenished to the height with l(^s, and 
the penniless, and he that could contribute nothing, 
partook in all the mirth, and in some of the sub* 
stantialities of the feasting ; the carol sung by night 
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at that time of the year, which, when a young boy, " Boy- 
I have 80 often lain awake to hear from seven (the P**'*J? ®^ 
hour of going to bed) till ten, when it was sung by ^^ 
the older boys and monitors, and have listened to it, 
in their rude chanting, till I have been transported 
in fancy to the fields of Bethlehem, and the song 
which was sung at that season by angels' voices to 
the shepherds. 

Nor would I wiUingly forget any of those 
things which administered to our vanity. The 
hem-stitched bands, and town-made shirts, which 
some of the most fashionable am(»ig us wore; the 
town-girdles, with buckles of silver, or shining 
stone; the badges of the sea-boys; the cots| or 
superior shoe-strings of the monitors ; the medals 
of the markers, (those who were appointed to hear 
the Bible read in the wards on Sunday morning 
and evening,) which bore on their obverse in silver, 
as certain parts of our garments carried in meaner 
metal, the countenance of our Founder, that godly 
and royal child. King Edward the Sixth, the 
flower of the Tudor name — the young flower that 
was untimely cropt as it began to fill our land with 
its early odours — the boy-patron of boys — the 
serious and holy child who walked with Cranmer 
and Ridley — fit associate, in those tender years, 
for the bishops and future martyrs of our Church, 
to receive, or, (as occasion sometimes proved), to 
give instruction. 

But, ah ! what meanv the silent tear ? 

Why, e'en 'mid joy, my bosom heave ? 
Ye long-lost scenes, enchantments dear ! 

Lo ! now I linger o'er your grave, 
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''AsptCVL" — Fly, then, ye hours of rosy hue, 

lative . And bear away the bloom of years ! 

Lord And quick succeed, ye sickly crew 
Mayor Of doubts and sorrows, pains and fears ! 

Still will I ponder Fate's unalter'd plan. 

Nor, tracing back the child, forget that I am man.^ 



THE LONDONER 

TO THE EDITOR. OF THE REFLECTOR 

V/f R REFLECTOR,^! was bora under the 
•*■ "* shadow of St rhmstan's steeple, just where 
the conflux of the eastern and western inhabitants 
of this twofold city m^t and justle in friendly 
opposition at Temple-Bar. The same day which 
gave me to the world, saw London happy in the 
celebration of her great annual feast. This I 
cannot help looking upon as a lively omen of the 
future great good will which I was destined to 
bear toward the city, resembling in kind that 
solicitude which every Chief Magistrate is sup- 
posed to feel for whatever concerns her interests 
and well being. Indeed I consider myself in 
some sort a speculative Lord Mayor of London : 
for though circumstances unhappily preclude me 
from the hope of ever arriving at the dignity of a 
gold chain and Spital Sermon, yet thus much will 
I say of myself in truth, that Whittington with 
his Cat (just emblem of vigilance and a furred 

^ Lines meditated in' the cloisters of Christ's Hospital, in 
the " Poetics " of Mr George Dyer. 
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gown) never went beyond me in affection, which A passion 
I bear to the citizens. ™ 

I was bom, as you have heard, in a crowd. ® 
This has begot in me an entire affection for thait 
way of life, amounting to an almost insurmount- 
able aversion from solitude and rural scenes. This 
aversion was never interrupted or suspended, except 
for a few years in the younger part of my life, 
during a period in which I had set my affections 
upon a charming young woman. Every man 
while the passion is upon him, is for a time at 
least addicted to groves and meadows and purling 
streams. During this short period of my exist- 
ence, I contracted just familiarity enough with 
rural objects to understand tolerably well ever 
after the poets^ when they declaim in such passion- 
ate terms in favor of a country life. 

For my own part, now the fit is past, I have 
no hesitation in declaring, that a mob of happy 
faces crowding up at the pit door of Dniry-lane 
Theatre, just at the hour of six, gives me ten 
thousand sincerer pleasures, than I could ever 
receive from all the flocks of silly sheep that ever 
whitened the plains of Arcadia or Epsom Downs. 

This passion for crowds is nowhere feasted so 
full as in London. The man must have a rare 
redpe^ioT melancholy, who can be dull in Fleet- 
street. I am naturally inclined to hypochondria, 
but in London it vanishes, like all other ills. 
Often, when I have felt a weariness or distaste at 
home, have I rushed out into her crowded Strand, 
and fed my humour, till tears have wetted my 
cheek for unutterable sympathies with the multi- 
tudinous moving picture, which she never fails to 
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Urban present at all hours, like the scenes of a shifting 
alchymy pantomime. 

The very deformities of London, which give 
distaste to others, from habit do not displease me. 
The endless succession of shops where Fancy mis- 
called Folly is supplied with perpetual gauds and 
toys, excite in me no puritanical aversion. I 
gladly behold every appetite supplied with its 
jH'oper food. The obliging customer, and the 
obliged tradesman — things which live by bowing, 
and things which exist but for homage — do not 
affect me with disgust ; from habit I perceive 
nothing but urbanity, where other men, more 
refined, discover meanness : I love the very smoke 
of London, because it has been the medium most 
familiar to my vision. I see grand principles of 
honor at work in the dirty ring which encompasses 
two combatants with fists, and principles of no 
less eternal justice in the detection of a pickpocket. 
The salutary astonishment with which an execution 
is surveyed, convinces me more forcibly than a 
hundred volumes of abstract polity, that the uni- 
versal instinct of man in all ages has leaned to 
order and good government. 

Thus an art of extracting morality from the 
commonest incidents of a town life, is attained by 
the same well-natured alchymy, with whioh the 
Foresters of Arden, in a beautiful country. 

Found tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

Where has spleen her food but in London? 
Humour, Interest, Curiosity, suck at her measure- 
less breasts without a possibility of being satiated. 
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Nursed amid her cfoise, her crowds, her beloved A mtf- 
smoke, what have I been doing all my life, if I fJ^^J^Mi 
have not lent out my heart with usury to such *****"'^ 
scenes ! 

I am. Sir, your faithful servant, 

A Londoner. 



ON BURIAL SOCIETIES; 

AND THE CHARACTER OF AN UNDERTAKER 
TO THE EDITOR OF THE REFLECTOR 

V|R REFLECTOR,— -I was amused the 
**" other day with having the following notice 
thrust into my hand by a man who gives out bills 
at the corner of Fleet-market. Whether he saw 
any prognostics about me, that made him judge 
such notice seasonable, I cannot say ; I might 
perhaps carry in a countenance (naturally not very 
florid) traces of a fever which had not long left 
me. Those fellows have a good instinctive way 
of guessing at the sort of people that are likeliest 
to pay attention to their papers. 

"burial society. 
"A favourable opportunity now offers to any 
person, of either sex, who would wish to be buried 
in a genteel manner, by paying one shilling entrance, 
and two-pence per week for the benefit of the stock. 
Members to be free in six months. The money to 
be paid at Mr Middleton's, at the sign of the First 
and the Lasf, Stonecutter's Street, Fleet-market. 
The deceased to be furnished as follows : — A 
strong elm cofHn, covered with superfine black, and 
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and its finished with two rows, all round, close drove, best 
***°P*yK japanned nails, and adorned with ornamental drops, 
a handsome plate of inscription, Angel above, and 
Flower beneath, and four pair of handsome handles, 
with wrought gripes ; the coffin to be well pitched, 
lined, and ruffled with fine crape ; a handsome crape 
shroud, cap, and pillow. For use, a handsome velvet 
pall, three gentlemen's cloaks, three crape hat-bands, 
three hoods and scarfs, and six pair of gloves ; two 
porters equipped to attend the funeral, a man to 
attend the same with band and gloves ; also, the 
burial fees paid, if not exceeding one guinea." 

" Man," says Sir Thomas Browne, " is a noble 
animal, splendid in ashes, and pompous in the grave." 
Whoever drew up this little advertisement certainly 
understood this appetite in the species, and has made 
abundant provision for it. It really almost induces 
a tadiutn vit^e upon one to read it. Methinks "I 
could be willing to die, in death to be so attended. 
The two rows all round close-drove best black 
japanned nails, — how feelingly do they invite, and 
almost irresistibly persuade us to come and be 
fastened down ! W hat aching head can resist the 
temptation to repose, which the crape shroud, the 
cap, and the pillow present ; what sting is there in 
death, which the handles with wrought gripes are 
not calculated to pluck away ? what victory in the 
grave, Vhich the drops and the velvet pall do not 
render at least extremely disputable; but above all, 
the pretty emblematic plate, with the Angel above 
and the Flower beneath, takes me mightily. 

The notice goes on to inform us, that though 
the society has been established but a very few 
years, upwards of eleven hundred persons have 



I 



ON BURIAL SOCIETIBS 23 

put down their names. It is really an affecting A pauoer 
consideration to think of so many poor people, of "M****** 
the industrious and hard working class, (for none 
but such would be possessed of such a generous 
forethought) clubbing their twopences to save the 
reproach of a parish funeral. Many a poor fellow, 
I dare swear, has that Angel and Flower kept 
from the Angel and Tunchboyfl^ while, to provide 
himself a bier, he has curtailed himself of J^eer. 
Many a savoury morsel has the living body been 
deprived of, that the lifeless one might be served 
up in a richer state to the worms. And sure, if 
the body could understand the actions of the soul, 
and entertain generous notions of things, it would 
thank its provident partner^ that she had been more 
solicitous to defend it from dishonours at its disso- 
lution, than careful to pamper it with good things 
in the time of its union. If Csesar were chiefly 
anxious at his death how he might die most decently, 
every Burial Society may be considered as a Club 
of Cassars. 

Nothing tends to keep up, in the imaginations 
of the poorer sort of people, a generous horror of 
the workhouse more than the manner in which 
pauper funerals are conducted in this metropolis. 
The coffin nothing biit a few naked planks, coarsely 
put together, — the want of a pall (that decent and 
wcll-tmagined veil, which, hiding the coffin that 
hides the body, keeps that which would shock us 
at two removes from us), the coloured coats of the 
men that are hired, at cheap rates, to carry the body, 
— altogether, give the notion of the deceased having 
been some person of an ill-life and conversation, 
some one wIk^ may not claim the entire rites of 
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Matters Christian burial, — one by whom some parts of the 
o^^omg sacred ceremony would be desecrated if they should 
*"^^^ be bestowed upon him. I meet these meagre pro- 
cessions sometimes in the street. They are sure to 
make me out of humour and melancholy all the 
day after. They have a harsh and ominous aspect. 
If there is anything in the prospectus issued from 
Mr Middleton's, Stonecutter's Street, which pleases 
me less than the rest, it is to find that the six pair 
of gloves are to be returned, that they are only lent, 
or, as the bill expresses it, for use, on the occasion. 
The hood, scarfs, and hatbands, may properly enough 
be given up after the solemnity : the cloaks no gentle- 
men would think of keeping ; but a pair of gloves, 
once fitted on, ought not in courtesy to be re- 
demanded. The wearer should certainly have the 
fee-simple of them. The cost would be but trifling, 
and they would be a proper memorial of the day. 
This part of the Proposal wants reconsidering. It 
is not conceived in the same liberal way of thinking 
as the rest. I am also a little doubtful whether the 
limit, within which the burial fee is made payable, 
should not be extended to thirty shillings. 

Some provision too ought undoubtedly to be 
made in favour of those well-^intentioned persons and 
well-wishers to the fund, who, having all along 
paid their subscriptions regularly, are so unfortunate 
as to die before the six months, which would entitle 
them to their freedom, are quite completed. One 
can hardly imagine a more distressing case than 
that of a poor fellow lingering on in a consumption 
till the period of his freedom is almost in sight, and 
then finding himself going with a velocity wluch 
makes it doubtful whether he shall be entitled to 
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his funeral honours : his quota to which he never- The^fi^ 
theless squeezes out, to the diminution of the ?f-j!** , „ 
comforts which sickness demands. I think, in mnj^^c 
such cases, some of the contribution money ought <<Last** 
to revert. With some such modifications, which 
might easily be introduced, I see nothing in these 
Proposals of Mr Middleton which is not strictly 
fair and genteel ; and heartily recommend them 
to all persons of moderate incomes, in either sex, 
who are willing that this perishable part of them 
should quit the scene of its mortal activities, with 
as handsome circumstances as possible. 

Before I quit the subject, I must guard my readers 
against a scandal, which they may be apt to take at 
the place whence these Proposals purport to be issued. 
From the sign of the First and the Lasty they may 
conclude that Mr Middleton is some publican, who, 
in assembling a club of this description at his house, 
may have a sinister end of his own, altogether foreign 
to the solemn purpose for which the club is pre- 
tended to be instituted. I must set them right by 
informing them that the issuer of these Proposals 
is no publican, though he hangs out a sign, Ixit an 
honest superintendant of funerals, who, by the device 
of a Cradle and a Coffin, connecting both ends of 
human existence together, has most ingeniously con- 
trived to insinuate, that the framers of these first 
and last receptacles of mankind divide this our life 
betwixt them, and that all that passes from the 
midwife to the undertaker may, in strict propriety, 
go for nothing: an awful and instructive lesson to 
human vanity. 

Looking over some papers lately that fell iqto my 
hands by chance, and. appear to have been written 
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Charac- about the beginning of the last century, I stumbledi 
^i H** among the rest, upon the following short Essay, which 
SSr '^^ writer calls, "7"/^ Character of an Undertaker'' 
It is written with some stiffness and peculiarities of 
style, but some parts of it, I think, not unaptly 
characterise the profession to which Mr Middleton 
has the honour to belong. The writer doubtless 
had in his mind the entertaining character of Sable^ 
in Steele's excellent comedy of The Funeral. 

CHARACTER OF AN UNDERTAKER. 

'^ He is master of the ceremonies at burials and 
mourning assemblies, grand marshal at funeral pro- 
cessions, the only true yeoman of the body, over 
which he exercises a dictatorial authority from the 
moment that the breath has taken leave to that of 
its final commitment to the earth.' His ministry 
begins where the physician's, the lawyer's, and the 
divine's, end. Or if some part of the functions of 
the latter run parallel with his, it is only in ordine ad 
spiritualia. His temporalities remain unquestioned. 
He is arbitrator of all questions of honour which 
may concern the defunct ; and upon slight inspection 
will pronounce how long he may remain in this 
upper world with credit to himself, and when it 
will be prudent for his reputation that he should 
retire. His determination in these points is per- 
emptory and without appeal. Yet, with a modesty 
peculiar to his profession, he meddles not out of 
his own sphere. With the good or bad actions of 
the deceased in his lifetime he has nothing to do; 
He leaves the friends of the dead man to form their 
own conjectures as to the place to which thedeparted 
spirit is gone. His care is only about the exuviae. 
He concerns not himself even about the body, as 
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it is a structure of parts internal, and a wonderful " Bed- 
microcosm. He leaves such curious speculations 5*^5? ^*, 
to the anatomy professor. Or, if anything, he is * ^^ 
averse to such wanton inquiries, as delighting rather 
that the parts which he has care of should be returned 
to their kindred dust in as handsome and immutilated 
condition as possible ; that the grave should have its 
full and unimpaired tribute, — a complete and just 
carcass. Nor is he only careful to provide for the 
body's entireness, but for its accommodation and 
ornament. He orders the fashion of its clothes, 
and designs the symmetry of its dwelling. Its 
vanity has an innocent survival in him. He is bed- 
maker to the dead. The pillows which he lays 
never rumple. The day of interment is the theatre 
in which he displays the mysteries of his art. It 
is hard to describe what he . is, or rather to tell 
what he is not, on that day : for, being neither 
kinsman, servant, nor friend, he is all in turns ; a 
transcendant, running through all those relations. 
His office is to supply the place of self-agency in 
the family, who are presumed incapable of it through 
grief. He is eyes, and ears, and hands, to the whole 
household. A draught of wine cannot go round to 
the mourners, but he must minister it. A chair may 
hardly be restored to its place by a less solemn hand 
than his. He takes upon himself all functions, and 
is a sort of ephemeral major-domo ! He distributes 
his attentions among the company assembled accord- 
ing to the degree of affliction, which he calculates 
from the degree of kin to the deceased ; and marshals 
them accordingly in the procession. He himself h 
of a sad and tristful countenance ; yet such as (if 
well examined) is not without some show of patience 
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All he on- and resignation at bottom : prefiguring, as it were, 
dertakes ^q ^^ friends of the deceased, what their grief shall 
be when the hand of Time shall have softened and 
taken down the bitterness of their first anguish ; so 
handsomely can he fore-shape and anticipate the 
work of Time. Lastly, with his wand, as with 
another divining rod, he calculates the depth of 
earth at which the bones of the dead man may 
rest, which he ordinarily contrives may be at such 
a distance from the surface of this earth as may 
frustrate the profane attempts of such as would 
violate his repose, yet suiHciently on this side the 
centre to give his friends hopes of an easy and 
practicable resurrection. And here we leave him, 
casting in dust to dust, which is the last friendly 
ofRce that he undertakes to do." 

Begging your pardon for detaining you so long 
among ^^ graves, and worms, and epitaphs," 
I am. Sir, your humble servant, 

MORITURUS, 



ON THE DANGER OF CONFOUNDING 

MORAL 
WITH PERSONAL DEFORMITY 

WITH A MINT TO THOSX WHO MAVt THS niAMlNG OP 
ADVERTISEMENTS POK APPKXHXNMNG OFJEXNDEKS 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE REFLECTOR 

\/f R REFLECTOR,— There is no science 
^^ in their pretensions to which mankind are 
more apt to commit grievous mistakes, than in the 
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supposed very obvious one of physiognomy. I Thecoun* 
quarrel not with the principles of this science, as **°*^^ • 
they are laid down by learned professors ; much ** * ^ 
less am I disposed^ with some people, to deny its 
existence altogether as any inlet of knowledge 
that can be depended upon. I believe that there 
isy or may be, an art to "read the mind's con- 
struction in the face." But, then, in every species 
of reading, so much depends upon the eyes of the 
reader ; if they are blear, or apt to dazide, or in- 
attentive, or strained with too much attention, the 
optic power will infallibly bring home false reports 
of what it reads. How often do we say, upon a 
cursory glance at a stranger, what a fine open 
countenance he has, who, upon second inspection, 
proves to have the exact features of a knave. 
Nay, in much more intimate acquaintances, how a 
delusion of this kind shall continue for months, 
years, and then break up all at once. 

Ask the married man, who has been so but for 
a short space of time, if those blue eyes where, 
during so many years of anxious courtship, truth, 
sweetness, serenity, seemed to be written in char- 
acters which could not be misunderstood — ask 
him if the characters which they now convey be 
exactly the same ? — if for truth he does not read 
a dull virtue (the mimic of constancy) which 
changes not, only because it wants the judgment 
to make a preference ? — if for sweetness, he does 
not read a stupid habit of looking pleased at every 
thing ? — if for serenity, he does not read animal 
tranquillity, the dead pool of the heart, which no 
breeze of passion can stir into health ? Alas ! 
what is this book of the countenance good for, 
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" That which we have read so long, and thought that we 
crooked understood its contents, there comes a countless 
woman " ^^^^ ^^ heart-breaking errata at the end ! 

But these are the pitiable mistakes to which 
love alone is subject. I have inadvertently wan- 
dered from my purpose, which was to expose 
quite an opposite blunder, into which we are no 
less apt to fall, through hate. How ugly a person 
looks upon whose reputation some awkward asper- 
sion hangs ! and how suddenly his countenance 
clears up with his character. I remember being 
persuaded of a man whom I had conceived an ill 
opinion of j that he had a very bad set of teeth ; 
which, since I haye had better opportunities of 
being acquainted with his face and facts, I find to 
have been the very reverse of the truth. T^af 
crooked old tooman^ I once said, speaking of an 
ancient gentlewoman, whose actions did not square 
altogether with my notions of the rule of right. 
The unanifnpus surprise of the company before 
whom I uttered these words, soon convinced me 
that I had confounded mental with bodily obli- 
quity, and that there was nothing tortuous about 
the old lady but her deeds. 

This humour of mankind to deny personal 
comeliness to those with whose moral attributes 
they are dissatisfied, is very strongly shown in 
those advertisements, which stare us in the face 
from the walls of every street, and, viath the 
tempting bait which they hang forth, stimulate at 
once cupidity and an abstract love of justice in 
the breast of every passing peruser ; I mean, the 
advertisements offering rewards for the apprehen- 
sion of absconded culprits, strayed apprentices. 
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bankrupts who have conveyed away their effects, A ques- 
debtors that have run away from their bail. I ^^^ ^^ 
observe, that in exact proportion to the indignity ^^ 
with which the prosecutor, who is commonly the 
framer of the advertisement, conceives he has been 
treated, the personal pretensions of the fugitive arc 
denied, and his defects exaggerated. 

A fellow^ whose misdeeds have been directed 
against the public in general, and in whose delin- 
quency no individual shall feel himself particularly 
intei'ested, generally meets with fair usage. A 
coiner or a smuggler shall get off toleraUy well. 
His beauty, if he has any, is not much underrated, 
his deformities ate not much magnified. . A run- 
away apprentice, who excites perhaps the next 
least degree of spleen in his prosecutor, generally 
escapes with a pair of bandy legs ; if he has 
taken any thing with him in his flight, a hitch in 
his gait is generally supperadded. A bankrupt, 
who has been guilty of withdrawing his effects, if 
his case be not very atrocious, commonly meets 
with mild usage. But a debtor who has left his 
bail in jeopardy, is sure to be described in charac- 
ters of unmingled deformity. Here the personal 
feelings of the bail, which may be allowed to be 
somewhat poignant, are admitted to interfere ; 
and, as wrath and revenge commonly strike in the 
dark, the colours are laid on with a grossness 
which I am convinced must often defeat its own 
purpose. The fish that casts an inky cloud about 
him that his enemies may not find him, cannot 
more obscure himself by that device than the 
blackening representations of these angry adver- 
tisers must inevitably serve to cloak and screen the 
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A persons of those who have injured them from 

/T^^^^^S ^^^^t*^^* I ^*^^ before me at this moment one 
descnbed ^£ ^^^ ^^^^^ which runs thus : — 

"Fifty Pounds Reward. 

" Run away from his bail, John Tomkins, 
formerly resident in Princes-street, Soho, but 
lately of Clerkenwell. Whoever shall apprehend, 
or cause to be apprehended and lodged in one of 
his Majesty's jails, the said John Tomkins, shall 
receive the above reward. He is a thickset, 
sturdy man, about five foot six inches high, halts 
in his left leg, with a stoop in his gait, with coarse 
red hair, nose short and cocked up, with little 
grey eyes, one of them bears the effect of a blow 
which he has lately received, with a pot belly, 
^ speaks with a thick and disagreeable voice, goes 

shabbily drest, had on when he went away, a 
greasy shag great coat with rusty yellow buttons." 

Now, although it is not out of the compass of 
possibility that John Tomkins aforesaid may com- 
prehend in his agreeable person all the above- 
mentioned aggregate of charms ; yet, from my 
observation of the manner in which these adver- 
tisements are usually drawn up, though I have not 
the pleasure of knowing the gentleman, yet would 
I lay a wager, that an advertisement to the follow- 
ing effect would have a much better chance of 
apprehending and laying by the heels this John 
Tomkins than the above description, although 
penned by one who, from the good services which 
he appears to have done for him, has not improb- 
ably been blessed with some years of previous 
intercourse with the said John. Taking, then, 
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the above advertisement to be true, or nearly 80| Ashe 
down to the words ** left leg " inclunve (though n*lght 
I have some doubt if the blemish there implied 5*2^^^ 
amount to a positive lameness, or be perceivable 
by any bat che nearest friends of John) I would 
proceed thus :— 

— ** Leans a little forward in his walk, hia hair 
thick and inclining, to anbum, his>. nose of the 
middle size, a litde tamed up at the end, lively 
hazel eyes (the contusion, as its effects are probably 
gone off by this time, I judge better omitted;) 
inclines to be corpulent, his voice thick bat pleas-* 
ing, especially when he sii^s, had on a decent 
shag great coat with yellow buttons." 

Now, I would stake a considerable wager 
(chough by no means ^a positive man) that somie 
such mitigated description would lead the beagles 
of the law into a much surer tra«k ibr finding 
this ungracious varlk, . thbn to set them tpon a 
false scent after fictitious ugliness; and fictitious 
sha^biness;' thoirgh, to do those gentlemen justice, 
I : have no doubt their. experience has taught them 
in all imch cases to abate a great deal of the 
deformity which they are instructed . to expect ; 
koA has (tiscovered to th^m, that the Devil's 
agents lipon this earth, like their master, are far 
less ugly in. reality than they are painted. 
, I am afraid, Mr Reflector, that I shall be 
thought to have gCMie wide c^ my subject, which 
was to detect the practical errors of physiognomy, 
{iroperly so caUed; whereas I have introduced 
physical defetts, such as lameness, the effects of 
accidents upon a man's person, his wearing apparel, 
&c., as circumstances on which the eye of dislike, 
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A few looking ascance, may report erroneous conclusions 
practical to the understanding* But if we are liable, 
'^''^ through a kind, or an unkind passioiiy to mis* 
take so grossly concerning things so exterior and 
palpable, how much more are we likely to err 
respecting those nicer and less perceptible hints of 
character in a face whose detection constitutes the 
triumph of the physiognomist. 

To revert to those bestoWers of unmerited 
deformity, the framers of advertisements for the 
apprehension of delinquents, a sincere desire of 
promoting the end of public justice induces me to 
address a word to them on the best means of 
attaining those ends. I will endeavour to lay 
down a few practical, or rather negative, rules for 
their use, for my aml»tion extends no further than 
to arm them with cautions against the self-defeating 
of their own jHirposes : — 

I . Imprimis, dien, Mr Advertiser 1 if the cul- 
prit whom you are willing to recover be one to 
whom in times past you have shown kindness, and 
been disposed to think kindly of him yourself 
but he has deceived your trust, and has run away, 
and left you with a load of debt to answer for 
him,'-*8it down calmly, and endeavour to behoild 
him through the spectacles of memory rather than 
of present conceit. Image to yourself, before you 
pen a tittle of his description, the same plausible, 
good-looking man who took you in ; and try to 
put away from your mind every intrusion of that 
deceitful spectre which perpetually obtrudes itself 
in the room of. your former friend's known visage. 
It will do you more credit to have been deceived 
by such a one; and depend upon it, the traitor 
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will convey to the eyes of the world in general The niles 
much more of that first idea which you formed contmutd 
(perhaps in part erroneous) of his physiognomy, 
than of that' frightful substitute which you have 
suffered to creep in upon your mind and usurp 
up<Mi it ; a creature which has no archetype except 
in your own brain. 

2. If you be a master that have to advertise a 
runaway apprentice, though the young dog's faults 
are known only to you, and no doubt his conduct 
has been aggravating enough, do not presently set 
him down as having crooked ancles. He may 
have a good pair of legs, and run away notwith- 
standing. Indeed, the Utter does rather seem to 
imply the former. 

^3. If the unhappy person against whom your 
laudaUe vengeance is directed be a thief, think 
that a thief may have a good nose, good eyes, 
good ears. It is indispensable to his profession 
diat he be possessed of sagacity, foresight, vigil- 
ance ; it is more than probable, then, that he is 
endued with the bodily types or instruments of 
these qualities to some tolerable degi'ee of perfect- 
ness. 

4. If petty larceny be his offence, I exhort 
ybu, do not confound meanness of crime with 
diminutiv^ess of stature. These things have no 
coenexion. I have known a tall man stoop to the 
basest action, a short man aspire to the height of 
crime, a fair man be guilty of the foulest actions, 
&c. 

5. Perhaps the o^nder has been gu3ty of some 
atrocious and aggravated murder. Here is the 
'most diflietdt case of all. It is above all requisite 
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Murder that such a darbg violator of the peace and safety 
persom- q£ society should meet with his reward, a violent 
aud ignominious death. But how shall we get at 
him? Who is. there among us that has known 
him before he committed the office, that efaall 
take upon him to say be can sit down coolly and 
pen a dispassionate description, of a murderer i 
The tales of our nurs«y, — the reading of our 
youth, — the ill-looking man that was hired by the 
Uncle to despatch the Children in the Wood, — 
the grim rufhans w^o smothered the babes in the 
Tower, — the black and beetle-browed assassin of 
Mrs Ratcli£fe, — the shag-haired villain of Mr 
Monk Lewis, — the Tarquin tread, and mili-stone 
dropping eyes, of Murder in ShakspearQ, — the 
exaggerations of picture and of poetry,-^- what we 
have read and what we have dreamed of, — ^rise up 
and crowd in upon us such eye-scaring portraits of 
the man of blood, that our pmi is absolutely fore- 
stalled; we commence poets when we should play 
the part of strictest historians, and the very 
blackness of horror which the deed calls up» 
serves as a. cloud to screen the doer. The fiction 
is blameless, it is accordant with those wise pre- 
judices with which Nature has guarded our 
innocence, as with impassable barriers^ against the 
commission of such appalling crimes ; but mean- 
time^ the criminal escapes ; or if, — owing to that 
wise abatement in their expectation. of deformity, 
which, as I hinted at ^before^ the officer^ of pursuit 
never fail to make, and no doubt in cases of this 
-^ sort they make a^more than otxlinary allowance, — 
if, owing to this or any accident,- the offender is 
caught and brought to his trial, who that has been 
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ied out of curiosity to witness such a scene, has Coulbiiiid 
not Mnth astonishment reitectied on the difference notcrime 
between a real committer off a murder, and '**e J^y^j^j^g 
idea of one which he has been collecting and 
heightening all his life out of books, dreams, Sec, 
The fellow, perhaps, is a sleek, smug-looking man, 
with light hair and eye-brows, — the latter by no 
means jutting out or Hke a crag, — and with none 
of those marks which our fancy had pre-be^owed 
upon him. 

I find I am getting unawares tGk) serious ; the 
best way on such occasions is, to leave off, which 
I ^hall do by generally recommending to all prose- 
cutttig advertisers not to confound crimes with 
ugliness ; or rather, to distinguish between that 
|>hysiognomical deformity, which I am willing to 
grant always accompanies crime, and mere phyncal 
ugliness:, — -which signifies nothings is the exponent 
of nothing, and may exist in a good or bad person 
indifferently. 

Crito. 

ON THE' 

INCONVENIENCES RESULTING 
FROM BEING HANGED 

'I , ■ 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE REFLECTOR 

,^IR, — I am one of those unhappy persons whose 
^ misfortunes, it seems, do not entitle them to the 
benefit of pure pity. AH that is bestowed upon 
me of that kindest alleviator of human miseries, 
.comes dashed with a double portion of contempt. 
My griefs have nothing in th^m that is felt as 
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Huq^ed I sacred by the bystanders. Yet is my affliction in 
truth of the deejpesit, grain. The heaviest task that 
was ever givien to mortal patience to sustain. Time, 
that wears out ail other sorrows, can never modify 
or soften mine. Here they must continue to gnaw, 
as long as that fatal mark 

Why was I ever born ? Why was innocence 
in my person suffered to be branded with a stain 
which was appointed only for the blackest- guilt i 
What had I done, or my parents, that a disgrace 
of mine should involve a whole posterity in infamy? 
I am almost tempted to believe, that, m some pre^ 
existent state, crimes to which this sublunary life 
of mine hath been as much a stranger as the babe 
that is newly born into it, have drawn down upon 
me this vengeance, so. disproportionate to my ac« 
tions on this globe. 

My brain sickens, and my bosom labours -to be 
delivered of the weight that presses upon it, yet 
my conscious pen shrinks from the avowal. But 
out it must 

O, Mr Reflector ! guess at the wretch's misery 
who now writes this tp you, when, with tears and 
burning bhishes, he is obliged to confess,^ that ^e 
has been '■ '■ ■ ~ 



HANGED 



Methinks I hear an involuntary exclamation 
burst from you, as your imagination presents to 
you fearful images of your correspondent unkno^ji, 
-^hanged! 

Fear not, Mr Editor. No disembodied spirit 
has the honour of addressing you. I am flesh and 
blood, an unfortunate system of bones, musdes, 
sinews, arteries, like yourself. 
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^hen\ I presume^ you mean to he pleasant — That Cut down 
expression of yours^ Mr Correspondent^ must he taken 
somehow in a metaphorical senses 



In the plainest sense^ without trope or figure 
Ye8| Mr Editor ! thiiB neck of mine has felt the 
fatal noo6e,--^he8e hands have tremblingly held up 
the corroborative prayer-^book, — these lips have 
sucked the moisture of the last consolatory orange, 
— ^this tongue has chaunted the dolefiil cantata 
which no performer was ever called upon to re- 
peat, — ^this face has had the veiling night-cap 
drawn over it 

But for no crime of mine — £ir be it from me to 
arraign the justice of my country, which, though 
tardy, did at length recognise my innocence. It 
is not for me to reflect upon judge or jury, now 
that eleven years have elapsed since the erroneous 
sentence was pronounced. Men will always be 
^lilible, and perhaps circumstances did appear at 
the time a little strong 

Suffice it to say, that after hanging four minutes, 
(as the spectators were pleased to compute it, — a 
man that is being strangled, I know fi'om experi- 
ence^ has altogether a different measure of time 
from his friends who are breathing leisurely about 
him, — I suppose the minutes lengthen as time ap- 
proaches eternity, in the same manner as the miles 
get longer as you travel northward) — , after hang- 
ing four minutes, according to the best calculation 
of the bystanders, a reprieve came, and I was cut 
ixywN 

Really I am ashamed of deforming your pages 
wkh these technical phrases — if I knew how to 
express my meaning shorter • 
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lrh# But to proceed.^~-My £rst care after I had been 
*^^^ brought to myself by the ulnial methodsy (those 
methods that are so mteresting to the operator and 
his assistants, who ane pretty nuiBerous on such 
occatttonsy — ^but which tio patient was ever desirous 
pf undergoing a second time for the benefit of 
science), my first care was to provide myself with 
an enormous stock or cravat to hide the place — 
you understand me ;-r-Biy next care was to procure 
a residence as distant as possible from thab part of 
the country where I had suffered. For that reason 
I chose the metropolis, as the place where wounded 
honour (I had been told) could lurk with the least 
dangc<r of exciting enquiry, and stigmatised inno- 
cence had the best chance of hiding her disgrace 
in a crowd. I sought out a new ciiY:le of acquaint* 
ance, and my circumstances happily enabling me 
to pursue my fancy in that respect, I endeavoured, 
by mingling in all the pleasures which the town 
a^ords, to efface the memory of what I had un- 
dergone. 

. But alas ! such is the portentous and all-^per* 
vading chain of connexion which links tdgether 
the head and members of this great community, 
my scheme of l3ring perdu was defeated almost at 
the outset. A countryman of mine, whom a 
ibolish law-suit had brought to town, by ithaoce 
met me, and the secret was soon blazoned about* 

In a diort time, I found myself deserted by 
most of those wKo had been my intimate friends. 
Not that any guilt was supposed to attach to my 
character. My officious countryman, to do him 
justice, had been candid enough to explain my 
perfect innocence. But, somehow or other, there 
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is a want of strong virtue in mankind* We have CdU'ae 
plenty o£ the softer jfistioctSy but the heroic charac* )•»**» 
ter is gone. How else can I account for it, that ' 
of all my numerous acquaintance, among whom I 
had the honour, of ranking sundry persons of edu- 
cation, talents, and worth, scarcely here and there 
one or two could be found, who had the courage 
to associate with a man that had been hanged. 

Those few who did not desert me altogether^ 
Were persons of strong, but coarse minds ; ahd 
from the absence of all delicacy in them I suffered 
^ffiost as much as frohi the superabundance of a 
false ^cies of it. in the others* Those who atuck 
by me were the jokers, who thought themselves 
entitled by the fidelity which they had shewn 
towards me to use me with what familiarity they 
pleased* Many and unfeeling are the jesjis that I 
have suffered from these rude (because faithful) 
Achateses. As they past me in the streets, one 
would nod' significantly to his companion and say, 
pointing to me, smoke his cravat, and ask me if I 
hod got. a wen, that I was so solicitous to cover 
my neck* Another would enquire. What news 
from ♦ ♦ ♦ Assizes ? (which you may guess^ Mr 
Editor, was the scene of my shame), and whether 
the session was like to prove 'a maiden one ? A 
third w6uld Q0er ..to ensure me from drowning. 
A fourth would teaze me with inquiries how I 
felt when I was swinging, whether I had not somei- 
thing like a blue flame dancing before my eyes? 
A fifth took a fancy never to call me any thing 
jsttt Lazarus. And an eminent book-seUer and 
publisher, — who, in his zeal to present the pubUc 
with niew facts^ had he lived in those days, I am 
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The confident, would not have scrupled waiting upon 
*"^^***the person himself last mentioned, at the most 
^ critical period of his existence, to solicit a few facts 
relative to resuscitation^ — had the modesty to offer 
me guineas per sheet, if I would write, in his 
Magazine, a physiological account of my feelings 
upon coming to myself* 

But these were evils which a moderate fortitude 
might have enabled me to struggle with. Alas ! 
Mr Editor, the women,— ^whose good graces I 
had always most assiduously cultivated, fi'om whose 
softer minds I had hoped a more delicate and 
generous 83rmpathy than I found in the men, — 
the women began to shun me — this was the un- 
kindest blow of all. 

But is it to be wondered at ? How couldst thou 
imagine, wretchedest of beings, that that tender 
creature Seraphina would fling her pretty arms 
about that neck which previous circumstances had 
rendered infamous \ That she would put up with 
the refuse of the rope, the leavings of the cord \ 
Or that any analogy could subsist between the 
knot which binds true lovers, and the knot which 
ties maleBictors ? 

I can forgive that pert baggage Flirtilla, who, 
when I complimented her one day on the execu- 
tion which her eyes had done, replied, that, to be 
sure, Mr * * was a judge of those things. But 
from thy more exalted mmd, Celestina, I expected 
a more unprejudiced decision. 

The person whose true name I conceal under 
this appellation, of all the women that I was ever 
acquainted with, had the most manly turn of mind, 
which she had improved by readbg and the be«t 
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conversation. Her understanding was not more C«lcbtina 
masculine than her manners and whole dispomtion 
were delicately and truly feminine. She was the 
daughter of an officer who had fallen in the service 
of his country, leaving his widow and Celestina, 
an only child, with 3 fortune sufficient to set them 
above want, but not to enable them to live in splen- 
dour. I had the mother's permission to pay my 
addresses to the young lady, and Celestina seemed 
to approve of my suit. 

Often and often have I poured out my over- 
charged soul in the presence of Celestina, com- 
plaining of the hard and unfeeling prejudices of the 
world, and the sweet maid has again and again 
declared, that no irrational prejudice should hinder 
her from esteeming every man according to hifi 
intrinsic worth. Often has she repeated the con- 
solatory assurance, that she could never consider 
as essentially ignominiotts an accident^ K^hich was 
indeed to be deprecated, but which might have 
happened to the most innocent of mankindi Then 
'Would she set forth some illustrious exam|>le, which 
her reiding easily ftimished, o( a Phodon or a 
Soctates unjustly condemned; of a Raleigh or 
a Sir Thomas More, to whom late posterity had 
done jiMtice; and by soothing my fancy with 
some such agreeable parallel^ she would make me 
almost to triumph in my cUsgrace^ and convert my 
-shame into glory. 

In such entertaining and instructive conversations 
the time passed on, till I importunately urged th^ 
mistress of my affections to name the day for our 
union. Ta this ^she obligingly consented, and I 
thought myself the happiest of mankind. But 
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Jilted how was I svirprised one morning on the receipt 
of the following b^et from my charmer : — 

Sir, 

You must not impute it to levity, or to a 
worse failing, ingratitude, if, with anguish of heart, 
I feel myself compelled by irresistible arguments 
to recall a vow which I fear I made with too 
little consideration. I never can be yours. The 
reasons of my decision, which is final, are in my 
own breast, and you must everlastingly remain a 
stranger to them. Assure yourself that I can 
never cease to esteem you as I ought. 

Celestina. 

At the sight of this paper I ran in frantic haste 
to Celestina's lodgings, where I learned, to my 
infinite mortificatic«, that the mother and daughter 
were set ofiF on a journey to a distant part of the 
country, to visit a rektioBy and were not expected 
to return in less than four months. 

Stunned by this Uow, which left me without 
the courage .to solicit an explanation by letter, even 
if I had kiiown where they were, (for the par- 
ticular address was industriously concealed from 
me), I waited with impatience die termination of 
the period, in the vain hope that I might be. per- 
mitted to have a chance of softening the harsh 
decision by a personal interview with Celestina 
after her return. But before three months^ wete 
at an end, I learned from the newspapers, that my 
beloved had-r-.given her hand to another ! 

Heart-broken as I was, I was totally at a loss 
to account fos the strange step which she had 
taken ; and it was not till sora^ years/ after that I 
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leamed the true reason from a female < relation of 
hersy to whom it seems Celestina had confessed in ^* 
confidence, that it was no demerit of mine that 
had caused her to break oS^ the match so abruptly, 
nor any preference which she might feel for any 
other person, for she preferred me (she was pleased 
to say) to all mankind ; but when she came to lay 
the matter closer to her heart, she found that she 
never should be able to bear the sight (I give you 
her very words as they were detailed to me by her 
relation) the sight of a -man in a nightcap, who had 
appeared on a public platform, it tirould lead to 
such a disagreeable association of ideas 1 ■ And to 
this punctilio I was sacrificed. 

To pass over an infinite series of minor mortifi- 
cations, to which this last and heaviest might well 
render me callous^ behold me here, Mr Editor! 
in. the thifty-seventh year of my existence, (the 
twelfth^ reckoning from my re«animation), cut off 
from all respectable connexions^ rejected by die 
fiiiier half of the community,^ — who in tmy case 
alone seem to have laid .ai^de the characteristic pity 
of their sex; punished because I was once punished 
unjustly; suflering for no. other reason. than be^ 
cause I once had the misfortune to suffer without 
any cause at all. In no other country, I think, 
but this,' could a man have been subject to such a 
lile^long persecution, when cmce his innocence had 
been clearly established^ 

Had I crawled forth a rescued victim from thie 
rack in the horrible dungeons of the Inquisiuon, — 
had I heaved myself up from a half bastinado in 
China, or been torn ftdm the just^ntering, ghastly 
impaling stake in Barbary, — had I dropt Blire 
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GtatnA from the knout in Russia, or come off with a 
levity i»r,tf gashed neck from the half-mortal, 8carc»-in-time« 
8^*^ retracted scymetar of an execimoneering slave in 
Turkey, — I might have borne about the remnant 
of this frame (the mangled trophy of reprieved 
innocence) with credit to myself, in any of those 
barbarous countries. No scorn, at least, would 
have mingled with the pity (small as it might be) 
with which what was left of me would have been 
surveyed. 

The singularity of my case has often led me to 
enquire into the reasons of the general levity with 
which the subject of hanging is treated as a topic 
in this country. I say as a topic ; for let the very 
persons who speak so lightly of the thing at a dis- 
tance be brought to view the real scene, — let the 
platform be bona fide exhibited, and the trembling 
culprit brought forth, — the case is changed; but 
as a topic of conversation, I appeal to the vulgar 
ji^es which pass current in every street. But 
why mention them, when the politest authors have 
agreed in making use of this subject as a source of 
the ridiculous ? Swift, and Pope, and Prior, are 
fond of recurring to it. Gay has built an entire 
drama upon this single foundation. The whole 
interest of the Beggar's Opera may be said to 
hang upon it. To such writers as Fielding and 
Smollett it is a perfect ban Souc/fe^^^-^Heu the 
facetious Tom Brown, in his Comical yiew of 
Ltmdon and Wesimtnstery describe, the Order of the 
Show at one of the Tyburn Executions in his time :«*- 
^Mr Ordinary visits his melancholy flock in 
Newgate by eight. Dolefid procession up H6U 
bom-Hill about eleven. Men handsome and 
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proper that were never thought sq before^ which Sliak- 
18 some comfort however. Arrive at the fatal ^*J? 
place by twelve. Burnt brandy, women, and j^S 
sabbath-breaking, repented of. Some few peni- 
tential drops fall under the gallows. Sheriff's 
men, parson, pickpockets, criminals, all very busy. 
The last concludmg peremptory psalm struck up. 
Show over by one." — In diis sportive strain does 
this misguided wit think proper to play with a 
subject so serious^ which yet he would hardly have 
done, if he had not known that there existed a 
predisposition in the habits of his unaccountable 
couatrynoen to consider the subject as a jest. But 
what shall we say to Shakspeare, who, (not to 
mention the solution which the Gravedigger in 
Hamlet gives of his feUow workman's problem), 
in that scene in (Measure for (Measure^ where the 
Clown calls ms^gsx (Master Bamardine to get up 
and be hanged^ which he dedines on the score c^ 
bdng sleepy, has actually gone out of hts way to 
gratify this amiable propensity in his countrymen ; 
for it is plain, from the use that was to be made 
of his head, and from AbhorsorCs asking, ^'is the 
a^l^ tipon the blocks sirrah \ '' that beheading, and 
not hangmg, wa9 the punishment to which Bar^ 
nardine was destined. But Shakspeare knew that 
the axe and block were pregnant with no ludicrous 
images, and therefore falsified the historic truth of 
his own drama (if I may so speak) rather tha^ h^ 
would leave out such excellent ms^tter for a jest as 
the suspending of a fellow-creature in mid air hii9 
been ever esteemed to be by Englishman. 

One reason why the ludicrous never fails to in- 
trude itself into our contemplations upon this mode 
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Wby of deaths I suppose to be, the absurd posture intq 
°*"^f"*^ which a man is thrown who is coiidemned to 

ludicrous ^^°^^» ^ ^^^ Tiiigar delight to express it, upon 
nothing. To see him whisking and wavering in 

the air, 

As the wiad you know will wave a man j^ 

to behold the vacant carcase frotn which the life 
is newly dislodged, shiftmg between earth and 
heaven, the sport of every gust ; ' like a weather- 
cock, serving to show from which point the wind 
blows ; like a maukin, fit only to scare away birds ; 
like a nest left to swing upon a bough when the 
bird is flown : these are uses to which we cannot 
without a mixture of spleen and contempt behold 
the human carcase reduced. We string up dogs, 
foxes, bats, moles, weasels. Man surely deserves 
a steadier death. 

Another reason why the ludicrous associates 
more forcibly with this than with any otiier mode 
of punishment, I cannot help thinking tO' be, the 
senseless costume with which old prescription has 
thought fit to clothe the 6xit of malefactors in 
this country. Let a man do what he will to 
abstract from his imagination all idea of the whim* 
sical, something of it will come across him when 
he contemplates the figure of a fellow-creature in 
the day-time (in however distressing a situation) 
in a nightcap. Whether it be that this nocturnal 
addition has something discordant with day-light, 
or thftt it is the dress which We are seen in at 
those timies when we are ** seen," as the Angel in 
Milton expresses it, "least wise/' — ^this I am 
afraid will always be the casd ; unless indeed^ as 

' 1 Hi^fonimo in the Spanish Tragedy.' 



m my imimcef adme sKxtxug personal idling OTcr- The 
power the ludicrous altogether. To me, when I hangUMn 
reflect upon tht train of misfortunes which have ' 
pursued men throu^ life, owing to that accursed 
drapery,, the cap presents as purely frightful an 
object as the sleeveless yellow coat and devil- 
painted mitre of the San Benitos. — An ancestor 
of mine, whor sud«r^ for his loyalty in the time 
of the civil wars, was so sena&le of the truth of 
what I am here advancing, that on the morning 
of execution no intreaties could prevail upon him 
to submit to the odious dishabille, as he called it, 
but he insisted upon wearing, and actuaMy suffered 
in, the identical flowing periwig which he is painted 
in, in the gallery belonging to my uncle's seat in 
shire. 
iSuffer met Mr Editor, before I quit the subject, 
to say a word or two respecting the minister of 
justice in this country ; in plain words, I mean 
the hangman. It has always appeared to me that, 
in the mode of inflicting capital punishments with 
us, there is too much of the ministry of the human 
hand. The guillotine, as performing its functions 
more of itself and spaiing human agency, though 
a cruel ai;id disgpsting exhibition, in my mind, has 
many ways the advantage over our way. In be- 
heading, indeed, as it was formerly practised in 
England, and in whipping to death, as is some- 
times practised now, the hand of man is no doubt 
sui&dently. busy ; but there is somediing less re- 
pugnant in these downright blows than in the 
officious barber-like ministerings of tJIfe other. To 
have a fellow with his; hangman's hands fumbling 
^)out your collar, adjusting the thing as your valet 
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Mehm- would regukte your crarat, vakiog himself cm 

^^^y^^his menial dexterity 

^""^ I shaU never for^ meeting my r«K:al,-I mean 
the fellow who officiated for me, — ^in Londoo' last 
winter. I think I see him now, — in a waistcoat 
that had been miney-^-smirking along as if he 

knew me 

In some parts of Germany^ that fi^ow's ofHce 
is by law declared mfamous, and his posterity in- 
capable of being ennobled. They have hereditary 
hangmen, or had at least, in the same manner as 
they had hereditary jothet* great officers of state ; 
and the hangmen's families of two adjoinuig 
parishes intermarried with each oth^r, to keep the 
l»'eed entire. I wish something of the same kind 
were established in England. 

But it is time to quit a subject which teems 
with disagreeable images— — 
■ Permit me to subscribe mryself, Mr Editor, 

Your unfortunate friend, 

Pensius. 



ON THE 

MELANCHOLY OF TAILORS 

Sedet) sterhiimque sedebit, 
Infelix Theseus. Virgil* 

' I ^HAT tdiere is ia professional melancholy, .if 
'*' I may so expness. myself, incident to the 
occupation of a tailor, is a fact which I think 
rery few will venture to dispute. I may safi^y 
appeal to my readers, whether^ they ever knew. 
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one of that Acuity that was not of a teikipenuheiity Sir "'' 
to say the least, far removed from mercurisJ or Th«iliJte 

Observe the suspicious gravity of their gait< tailors 
The peacock is not more tender, from a conscious- 
ness of his peculiar infirmity^ than a gentleman of 
this profession is of bemg kiiown by the same 
infallible testimonies of his occupation. ** Walk, 
that I may know thte" 

0>o you ever see hinl go whistling along the 
footpath like a carman, or brush through a crowd 
like a baker, or go smiling to himself like a lover f 
Is he forward to thrust into mobs, or to make one 
at the ballad-singer's audiences? Does he not 
rather slink by assemblies and meetings -of the 
peo|^^as one that wisely declines popular observa- 
tion i^ 

How extremely rare is a noisy tailor ! a mirthful 
and obstreperous tailor ! 

^At my nativity," says Sir Thomas Browne, 
** my ascendant was the earthly sign o£ Scorpius ; 
I was bom in the planetary hour of Saturn, and 
I think I have a piece of that leaden planet in 
me." One would think that he were anatomizing 
a tailor ! save that to the latter's occupation, 
methinks, a woollen planet would seem more 
consonant, and that he should' be bom when the 
sun was in Aries. — He goes on. " I am no way 
facetious, nor disposed for the mirth and galliardize 
of compaity." How true a type of the whole 
trade ! lEmmently economical of his words, you' 
shall seldom hear a jest come from one of them.' 
He sometimes fiimishes 8ubj<i9t for a repartee, but 
rarely (I think) contributes one orefropm^ 
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Tailors Drmk. il»elf does not seem to^efevateiliHn, or 

^J2^^ *^ ^^ *^ c^ o*** ^^ ^*°* **^ *^f ^^^ 'external? 
jS^ ^^ indications of vanity, I cannot say that it JUmet 

causes his pride to ftwell^ but it nevtr breaks out. 
I am.eyen fearful that it may swell and rankle t6 
an alarming degree inwardly. For pride is near 
of^kin to melancholy ;— t<i hurtful obstruction from 
the ordinary outlets of vanity being shut. It is 
this stoppage which engenders proud humours. 
Therefore a tailor may be proud. I think he is 
^ever vain. The display of his gaudy patterns 
in that book of his which emulates the rainl>etw» 
never raises any inflations of th^lt emotion in him, 
corresponding to what the wigmaker (for instance) 
evinces, when he expatiates on a curl or a bit o£ 
haifr He spreads them forth with a sullen in- 
capacity for pleasure, a real or affected indifference 
to grandeur. Cloth of gold neither seems to 
elate, nor cloth of frize to depress him— according 
to the beautiful motto wiiich formed the modest 
imprese of the shield worn by Charks Brandon 
at his marriage with the king's sister.. Nay^ I 
doubt whether be would discover any vainglorious 
complacence in bis colours, though '* Iris^" herself 
"dipt the woof." /*«' 

In further corroboration of this argument-4^3vho 
ever saw the wedding of a tailor announped m the 
newsp^ers, or the birth of his eldest, son ? 

When was a tailor known to give a dance, ot 
to be himself a good dancer, ior to perform ex- 
quisitely on the tight rope, or to shine in any such 
light and airy pastimes ? to sing, or play on the 
violin ? 

Do they much care for : public rejoiongs. 
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lightiogr xxp^ ringing of bells, firing of cannons, Ofn- 

Vuliaat I know they can be ; but I appeal to j^m-j^ers 
those who were witnesses to the exploits of EKot's 
fiuiKius troop, whether in their fiercest charges 
they betrayed any thing of that thoughtless obH- 
¥K>n of death with which a Frenchman jigs into 
bottle, or whether they did not shew more of the 
melancholy valour of the Spaniard, upon ^hom 
they charged'; that deliberate courage which con- 
templation and sedentary habits breatlie ? 
^"Are they often* great newsmongers ? — I have 
known some few among them arrive at the dignity 
of speculative politicians ; bit that light and 
cheerfiil everyday interest in the affairs and goings- 
on of the world, which mak^ the barber^ such 
delightful' company, I think is rarely observable 
in them^^ 

This characteristic pensiveness in them being so 

' Having incidentally mentioned the barber, in a com^ 
parfson of professional temperaments, I hope no other 
tvads will take offence, or lodk upon it as an incivility 
done to them, if I Bf y, .that in courtesy, humanity, and aU 
the conversational and social graces which ** ^adden life," 
I esteem no profession comparable to his. Indeed, so great 
is the good-will which I bear to this useful and agreeable 
body oVmtaj that, reiiding in one of the Inns of Court 
(v^here dieb^t specimens of thorn are to be fowad, except 
perhaps at. the universities) there are seven of them to 
whom t am personally known, and who never pass me 
withotrt the comi^liment of the hat on either side. My 
tmiy pcAite and 'urbane friend, Mt A-*.«-^ms of Flower-de- 
luce rCimrti in Flc^t-stfeet, iviU forgive my mejntion of 
him in particular. I can truly say, that I never spent a. 
quarter of an hour under his hands without deriving some 
profit from the agreeable discussions, which are always 
going cnk there. 
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Tailors Qotorkms, I wonder none of those writers^who 
*IJM ^*^^ expressly treated of melancholy, should have 
mentioned it. Burtooy whoae book is an' excellent 
absti'act of all the dtithors in that kind who pre- 
ceded him, and who tceats of every species of 
this malady, from the hypochondriacal or io'ttuly 
to the hemcal or love melancholy^ has strangefy 
omitted it* S3a$kss^i^ himself has overlooked 
it. ''I have neither the tehoiar's mblanchbly 
(saith > Jlques) which is emuktioii ; nor the 
courtier's, wladch is proud ; nor the soldier's, which 
is politick ; nor the lover's, which is all these : " 
— ^and then, when you might expect him to have 
brought in, "nor the tailor's, which is so and so^' 
— ^he c(»ne8 to an end of his enumeration, and 
falls to a defining of hia own melancholy. 

Milter likewise has oDoitted it,, where he had so 
< fair an opportunity of bringing it in, in his Pen*' 
serosa* 

But the partial omissions of historians proving 
nothing against the existence of any well-attested 
fact, I shall proceed and endeavour to ascertain 
the causes why this pensive turn should be so pre* 
dominant in people oi this profession above all 
others. 

And first, may it not be, that the custom of 
wearing apparel being derived to us from the fiidl, 
and one of the most mortifying products of that 
unhappy event, a certain seriousness (to say no 
more of it) may in the order of things have been 
intended to be impressed upon the minds of that 
race of men to whom in all ages the care of 
contriving the human apparel has been entrusted,. 
— to keep up the memory of the first institution 
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of clothes, and Mrre as a stancting remonstraDoe A 
against those Tanitics, which the abeoid ccmTersion *^ 
of a memorial of our shame into an ornament of 
ofrr persons was destined to produce? Corre* 
^Kmdeot in some sort to this, it may he remarked^ 
thbt the tailor sitting over a cave or hollow place, 
in die cabbalistic language of hi»' order, is said to 
have certain nukncholy reborn always (^pen under 
his feet. — But waiving - fwther encpiiry into final 
causes, where the best of us can only wander in 
the dark, let us try to discover the efficient causes 
of this melancholy. 

I think, then, diat they may be reduced to two, 
omitting k>me subordinate ones, viz. 

' The sedentary habits of the tailor. — 
Something peculiar in his diet. — 

j First, his sedentary habits, — In Doctor Norris's 
famous narrative of the frenzy of Mr John Dennis, 
the patient, bemg questioned as to the occasion of 
the swelling in his legs, replies that it came '^by 
critician : '• to which the learned doctor seeming 
to demur, as to a distemper which he had never 
read of, Dennis (who appears not to have been 
mad upon all subjects) rejoins with some warmth, 
that it was no distemper, but a noble art ! that he 
had sat fourteen hours a day at it : and that the 
other was a pretty doctor not to know that there 
was a fcommunication between the brain and the 
legs. I 

• When we consider that thi& sittiilg for fourteen 
hours continuously, which the critic probably prac- 
tised only while he was writmg his "remarks," 
is no more than what the tailor, in the ordinary 
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pursuance of his art, submits to daily (Sundays 
excepted) diroughoiit the yeaf^' shall we wooder 
to find the bf ain affected, and in a manner over- 
clouded, from that indisaoiuble sympathy between 
the noble and less noble parts of the body, which 
Dennis hints at? ^The unnatural and painful 
manner of his sitfeing must also greatly aggravate 
the evil^ insomuch that I have sometimes ventured 
to liken tailors, at their boarda to so 'many, envious 
JunoSy sitting cross-legged to ^nder the birth of their 
owttfilieity. The legs transversed thus ^ cross« 
wise, ,or decussated, was among the -ancients the 
posture of malediction* The Turks^ wh& (practise 
it at this day, are noted to be a meJancholy people.' 
Secondly, his diet, — To which purpose I find 
a most remarkable passage in Burton, in his 
chapter entitled ^Bad diet a cau^ of melancholy." 
** Amongst herbs to be eaten (he saiys) I £nd 
gourds, cucumbers, melons, disallowed ; but es- 
pecially CABBAGE. It causeth troublesoa)^ dreams, 
and sends up black vapours to the brain. \ Galen, 
loc. affect, lib. 3, cap. 6, of. all herbs coodeiims 
CABBAGE. And Isaack, lib. ;2, cap^ 1, animse 
gravitatem facit^ it bnngs heaviness to the soul." 
I could not omit so flattering a testimony from an 
author,' who, having no theory of his own to serve, 
has so unconsciously contributed to the confirma- 
^on of mine. It is well kiiown that this kst- 
named- vegetable ha^ £rom;ithe earliest periods 
which we can discover, constituted almost the 
sole food of this extraordinary race of people. 

Burton, Junitr, 



S0MQC OK APPSFITB 57 



EDAX ON APPETITE 



TO THE EDITOR OF THE REFLECTOR 



\^R REFLECTOR,— I am going to lay A 

**• '^ beSorc you a case of the roost im<imtoii« calamity 

persecution that ever poor devil suffered* 

You must know, tiieny that I have been visited 
with a calamity ever^since my birth. How shall 
I mention it without ofFendmg delicacy? Yet 
out it must. My suiferings, then, have all 'arisen 
from a most -inordinate appetite--^-*- 

Not for wealth, not for vast po88es8ions,^-^en 
Bught I have hc^ied tO'.fii^- a cure in some of 
those precepts of philosophers or poets, — those 
verba et voces which Horace speaks of: 

quibus hunc lenire dolorem 
Possis, et magnam morbi deponere partem ; 

not for glory, not for fame, not for aj^lause,^— 
for against this disease, too, he tells us there are 
certain piac^, or, as Pc^ has chosen to raider it, 

rhymes, which fresh and fresh applied, 
Will cure the arrant'st pBppy of his pride ; 

not yet for pleasttrc^ propedy so called : the stnct 
and virtuous lessons which I. received m early iifei 
franthe best of pai;«ntis,**^a pious clergyman of 
the Church of England, now no mote, — I trust 
have rendered me sufRciently secure on that 
side :>'t4 — . 
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The No, Sir, for none of these things ; but an appe- 

prymg: re- 1{^ jjj j^g coarsest and least metaphorical sense, — 
Dubhc of • /• ^ I 

a school ^ appetite for fooJ. 

The exorbitanqes of mytirrOwTfoot anjd pappish 
days I cannot go back far enough to remember, 
only I have been told, th?it my mother's con- 
stitution not admitting of my being nursed at 
; home, the woman who had the care- of ikie^f^ 
.i- ■■-ih that piuqx>8e used to make most extimvagotit cfe^ 
mands for my pretended excesses in that kind; 
which my parents, rather than believe any thing 
unpleasant of.jtte, cboeesto impute to the known 
covetoiisness and mercenary disposition;* of that 
sort of people. This blinditees continued on their 
part after I was sent for home, up to the periodr 
whto it was thought proper^ on account of my 
advanced age, that I should mix with dther boys 
more unreservedly than I h^d hitherto done. I 
was accordingly sent to boaiding-school. 

Here the melancholy truth became too apparent 
to be disguised. The prying republic of which 
a great school consists, soon found me out : there 
was no shifting the blame any longer upon other 
people's shoulders, — no good-natured maid to take 
upon herself the enormities of which I stood 
accused in the article of bread and butter, besides 
the crying sin of stolen ends of puddings, and 
cold pies strangely missing. The truth was but 
too manifest in my lookB,*^in the evident 'signs .of 
inanition wjaidx I exhibited after the fullest meals,- 
in spite of the double allowance which myinaster^ 
was privately instructed by my kind parents td 
giv^ me« The sense of the ridiculous, which is 
but too much alive in grown persons, is tenfold 
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more aetiTe and alert in boys. Once detected^ 9clfoot''' 

I was the constant butt of their arrows, — the bey j«ts 

mark against which every pmiy leveller directed 

hisdittle shaft of scorn. The very Graduses and 

ThesouniSes wen? raked for phrases to pelt me 

with by the tiny pedahts. Ventri natu8,-^Vemri 

deditus,^^ Vesana gula, — Escarum gurge8,-U-.Dapi- 

bus indulgensy-^Non dans freena gulae, — 'Sectans 

lautas fercula mensas^ resoimded wheresoever I 

paM. I led. a weary life, suffering 'the penalties' 

of guilt for ! that wbifAi was do crime, but only 

following the bl^neless dictates of nature. The 

remembrance of those childish reproaches haunts 

me yet oftentimes in my dreams. My 8chool-Klay» 

come again, and the horror I used to feel, whtui 

in. some silent comer retired from die notice of 

my unfeeling playfellows, I have sat to mumble 

the solitary slice of ginger«bread allotted me by 

the bounty of considerate friends, and have ached 

at heart because I could liot spare a portion of it, 

as I saw odier boys do, to some favourite boy ; — 

foT' if I know my own heart, I was never selfieh, 

— never possessed a luxury which I did not hasten 

to communicate to others ; but my food, alas ! 

was none ; it was an indispensable neicessary ; : I 

could: ^asfioon have spared the blood in my veins^- 

as Have, parted that with my companions. . 

Weti^ so one stage of sufiering lasts for ever : 
we. should grow reconcifed to itat lesigth, I sup^^ 
posc^ifvit did* The miseries of .miy; school-days 
had their end ; I was once more restored to the^ 
paternal dwelling. The affectionate solicitude of 
my parents wias directed to the good-natured pur- 
pose of concealing even from myself the infirmity 
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Tlla MLf which haunted me. I was oobtiriually toid that I 
^•fi^" was growing, and the appetite I dispkyed was 
^"^ ^ humanely represented as being nothing more than 
a. symptom and an efiect of that. I us^ even to 
be- complimented upon it. But* this temporary 
fiction could not endure above a year or- ttro. 
I ceased. to grow, but alas! I did not cease my 
demands for alimentary sustenance. 

Those times are>locig ^ce paat^ and with them 
have ceased to exist the fond conoeaftoient,— rjfehe 
indulgent blindness^-^he delicate overlooking,--^ 
the i compassionate fiction. I and my infirmity are 
left exposed and bare to the brood, unwinking eye 
of the world, which nothing can elude. My 
neals are scanned, my mouthfuls weighed in a 
balance s that which appetite demands, is set dowa 
to the account of ■ gluttony, — a sin which my 
whole soul ali^rs, nay, which Nature heraelf hak 
put it out of my power to connnit. I am con- 
stitutionally disenabled from that vice ; for how 
can he be guilty of excess, who never can get 
enough ? Let them cease, then,, to watch my\ 
plate ; and leavie off their imgracious comparisons 
of it to the seven baskets of fragments, and the 
supematurally-replemshed cup of old Bauds ; aad 
be thankfvd.that their more phlegmatic stocnadis, 
not their virtue, have saved them from the like 
reproaches. I do not see that any of thettf xlesist 
from eating till the holy rage of hunger, as some 
one calls it, is supplied. Alas ! I am doomed to 
stop short of that continence. 

What am I to do ^ I am by di^x>sition in»« 
cHned to conviviality and the social meal^ I am 
no gourmand : I require no dainties : I should. 
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despise the board of Hetiogabalus, except for its '* H^.for 
long i^ttiog. Those vivacious long-Gontinued ^'•*" 
meals of the latter Romans, indeed £ justly envy ; 
but the kind of ^ue ixrhtch the Curii. and Dentati 
put up with, I could be content with. Dentatuer 
I haiw been called, among other un^oury jests* 
Double-meal is another name which my acquaint-^ 
ance have palmed upon me, for an innocent piece 
of poHcy which I put in practice for some time 
without being. fcNund oat ; which wasy^-^gomg the 
round of my friends, beginning with the most 
primitime feeders among theca, who take their 
dinner about one o'clock, and so successiyely drop- 
ping in iq>on the next and the next, till by the 
time I got. among my more fashionablei intimates, 
whose hour was six or seven, I have nearly made 
up the body . of a just and complete meal (as I 
reckon it), without taking mcH'e than one dinner 
(as they aocount; of dinners) at one person's house. 
Since I have been found out, I endeavour to make 
up by a damper, as I call it, at home, before I go 
out. But alas ! with me, increase of appetite 
truly grows by what it feeds on. . What is pecu- 
liarly ofiensive to me at those dinner-parties' is, 
the aenseless custom of cheese, and the dessert 
afterwards. I have a rational: antipathy to the 
former ; and r£br fruit, and those other ittm vege- 
table sd^stitutes for meat, (meat^ the only legitimate 
aliinent for human creatures since the flood, as I 
take, it to be deduced from that permission, ov 
ordinarice rather, given to Noah and his descend* 
ants), I hold them in perfect contempt. Hay for 
horses. I remember a pretty apologue, which 
MandesriUe. tells very niuch to this purpose in his 
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Maode- Fable, of tbe Bees : — He brings in a Lion arguing 
™j!*wkh a Merchant, who had ventured to expostux 
Lion ^^ with this king of iseasts upon his'vidleiit 
methods of feeding* . The Lion thus retorts : — 
*^Sava^ I am; but no creature can be called 
aruel but what either by malice or insensibility 
extinguishes his natural pity« The Lion was 
bom without. compassion ; we fbllow the instinct 
of our nature ; the gods have appointed us to live 
upon tshe wa^te and spoil, of other animals, and as 
long as we can meet with- dead ones, we bev^ 
hunt after the living ; 'tis oniy man, mischievous 
man, that can make death a sport. NaUire taught 
your stomach to crave nothing but vegetables.-*— 
(Under farbiir of the Lion/if he meant to assert 
this universally of maakind, it is not true. ' HoW'« 
ever, what he-^says presently is very sensible:) — 
Your' violent fondness to change, ^nd greater 
eagerness after novelties, have prompted you to 
the destruction of animals without justice or 
necessity. The Lion has a ferment wil^iin him, 
that consumes the toughest skin and hardest bones, 
as well as the flesh of all animals without exdep^ 
tion. Your squeamish stomach, in which the 
digestive heat is weak and inconsiderable, won't 
so much as admit of the most tender parts of 
them, unless above half the concoction has been 
performed by artificial fire beforehand; and yet 
ti^hat amiiial have you spared, to satisfy the caprices 
of a languid appetite ? Languid I say ; for what 
is man'iB hunger if compared with the . Lion's ^ 
Yburs, when it. is at the worst, makes you faint ; 
mine makes me mad : oft have I tried with roots 
and herbs to allay the violence of it, but in vain ; 



nothing but large quantities g£ flesh can any waya ^l 
appeaoe it." — ^AUofwing for the Lion not having ^^'^ ;, 
a prophetic instinct' to take in every lusos naturae ®* 
that was possible of the human appetite, he was, 
generally speaking, in the right ; and the Merchant 
was so impressed with his argument that, we are 
told, he replied not, but fainted away. O, Mr 
Rdlector, that I were not obliged to add, that 
the creature .who thus argues was but a type of 
me! Miserable m^! I am 'that Lion, ^Oft 
have I tried. with roots and herbs to allay that 
violence, but ia Tain ; nodiing but " 

Those talea which are renewed as often as the 
editors, of papers want to fill up a space in their 
unfeeling columns, of great eater8,--~'people that 
devour whole geese and legs of mutton ^r tvageriy 
are sometimes attempted to be drawn to a< parallel 
with my case. This wilful confounding . of 
motives 'and circumstances, which make alh the 
di&iience of moral or immoral in actions, just 
suits the sort of taloit which some of my ac-* 
quaintance pride themselves upon. Wagers! — ^ 
I thank heaven, I was never mercenaity, nor could 
consent to prostitute a gift (though but a left« 
handed one) of nature, to the enlarging of my 
worldly substance ; prudent as the necessities, 
which that fatal^ gift has involved nie> in, might 
have made such a prostitution to appear in the 
eyes jof an indelicate world. 

Ra^er let me say, that to the satisfaction of 
that talent which was given me, I have been 
content, to sacrifice no. common expectations ; for 
^uch I had fVom an <^ l^dy^ 'a near relation of 
our family, in whose good graces I had the for^ 
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Mioiitistuae to stand, till one fatal evenings :-. You 

®^ ^^^•P" have seen, Mr Reflector, if you have ever passed 
^ your time much, in country towns, the kind of 
suppers which elderly ladies in those places have 
lying in petto in an adjoining parlour, next to that 
where they are entertaining their periodkallyiv 
invited coevals with cards and muffins. The 
cloth is usually spread some half-hour bc(£ore the 
final rubber is decided, whence they adjourn to 
sup upon what may emphatically be called nothings 
A sliver of ham, purposely contrived to be trans^ 
parent to show the china^dish through it, neigh* 
bouring a slip of invisible brawn, which abuts 
upon something they call a tartlet, as that is 
bravely supported by an atom of marmalade^ 
flanked in its turn by a grain of potted bee^ 
with a power of such dishltngs, minims of iaspir. 
taiity^ spread in defiance of human nature, ox 
rather with an utter ignorance of what it demjmds. 
Being engaged at one of these card-parties, I was 
obliged to go. a little before supper-time (as they 
facetiously called the point of time in which they 
are taking these shadowy refections), and the old 
lady, with a sort of fear shining through the 
srnUe of courteous hospitality that beamed in her 
countenance, begged me to step into the next 
room and take something before I went out in the 
cold, — a proposal which lay not in my nature to 
deny. Indignant at the airy prospect I saw be- 
fore me, I set to, and in a trice despatched the 
whole meal intended for eleven persons,: — fish, 
flesh, fowl, pastry, — to the sprigs of garnishing 
parsley, and the: last fearful custard that quaked 
upon the board. I need not describe the con** 
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sternation, when in due time the dowagers ** I am 
adjourned from their cards. Where was the*^* „ 

supper ? — and the servants' answer, Mr had *°*'^* 

cat it all. — That freak, however, jested me out of 
a good three hundred pounds a year, which I 
afterwards was informed for a certamty the old 
lady meant to leave me. I mention it not in 
illustration of the unhappy faculty which I am 
possessed of; for any unlucky wag of a school- 
hoy, with a tolerable appetite, could have done as 
much without feeling any hurt after it, — only that 
you may judge whether I am a man likely to set 
my talent to sale, or to require the pitiful stimulus 
of a wager. 

I have read in Pliny, or in some author of that 
stamp, of a reptile in Africa, whose venom is of 
that hot, destructive quality, that wheresoever it 
fastens its tooth, the whole substance of the animal 
that has been bitten in a few seconds is reduced 
to dust, crumbles away, and absolutely disappears : 
it is called from this quality, the Annihilator. 
Why am I forced to seek, in all the most pro- 
digious and portentous facts of Natural History, 
for creatures typical of myself? / am that snake^ 
that Annihilator: ** wherever I fasten, in a few 
seconds ." 

O happy sick men, that are groaning under the 
want of that very thing, the excess of which is 
my torment 1 O fortunate, too fortunate, if you 
knew your happiness, invalids ! What would I 
not give to exchange this fierce concoctive and 
digestive heat, — this rabid fury which vexes me, 
which tears and torments me, — for your quiet, 
mortified, hermit-like, subdued, and sanctified 
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Cttt ni>— stomachs, — ^your cool, chastened inclinations, and 
twice f*Qy (iesires for food ! 

To what unhappy figuration of the parts in- 
testine I owe this unnatural craving, I must leave 
to the anatomists and the physicians to determine : 
they, like the rest of the world, have doubtless 
their eye upon me; and as I have been cut up 
alive by the sarcasms of my friends, so I shudder 
when I contemplate the probability that this 
animal frame, when its restless appetites shall have 
ceased their importunity, may be cut up also 
(horrible suggestion !) to determine in what system 
of solids or fluids this original sin of my con- 
stitution lay lurking. What work will they make 
with their acids and alkalines, their serums and 
coagulums, effervescences, viscous matter, bile, 
chyle, and acrimonious juices, to explain that 
cause which Nature, who willed the effect to 
punish me for my sins, may no less have deter- 
mined to keep in the dark from them, to punish 
them for their presumption. 

You may ask, Mr Reflector, to what purpose 
is my appeal to you ; what can you do for me ? 
Alas ! I know too well that my case is out of 
the reach of advice,— out of the reach of conso- 
lation. But it is some relief to the wounded 
heart to impart its tale of misery ; and some of 
my acquaintance, who may read my case in your 
pages under a borrowed name, may be induced to 
give it a more humane consideration than I could 
ever yet obtain from them under my own. Make 
them, if possible, to reflect^ that an original pecu- 
liarity of constitution is no crime ; that not that 
which goes into the mouth desecrates a man, but 
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that which comes out of it, — such as sarcasm, Two 
bitter jests, mocks and taimts, and ill-natured ^^^ ®^ 
(^»ervations ; and let them consider, if there be mi^^^ 
such things (which we have all heard of) as Pious 
Treachery, Innocent Adultery, &c., whether there 
may not be also such a thing as Innocent Gluttony. 

I shall only subscribe myself, 

Your aiSicted servant, 

Edax. 



HOSPTTA 

ON 
THE IMMODERATE INDULGENCE OF 

THE PLEASURES OF THE PALATE 



TO THE EDITOR OF THE REFLECTOR 



M 



R REFLECTOR,-~My husband and I are 
fond of company, and being in easy circum- 
stances, we are seldom without a party to dinner 
two or three days in a week. The utmost cordi- 
sdity has hitherto prevailed at our meetings ; but 
there is a young gentleman, a near relation of my 
husband's, that has lately come among us, whose 
preposterous behaviour bids fair, if not timely 
checked, to disturb our tranquillity. He is too 
great a favourite with my husband in other respects, 
for me to remonstrate with him in any other than 
this distant way. A letter printed in your publica- 
tion may catch his eye ; for he is a great reader, 
and makes a point of seeing all the new things 
that come out. Indeed, he is by no means deficient 
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An in understanding. My husband says that he has a 

awkywd gQQ^j ^qq[ of wit ; but for my part I cannot say I 

visitor ^^^ ^jjy judge of that, having seldom observed him 

open his mouth except for purposes very foreign to 

conversation. In short, Sir, this young gentleman's 

- failing is, an immoderate indulgence of his palate. 
The first time he dined with us, he thought it 
necessary to extenuate the length of time he kept 
the dinner on the table, by declaring that he had 
taken a very long walk in the morning, and came 
in fasting ; but as that excuse could not serve above 
once or twice at most, he has latterly dropped the 
mask ^together, and chosen to appear in his own 
proper colours without reserve or apology. 

You cannot imagine how unpleasant his conduct 
has become. His way of staring at the dishes as 
they are brought in, has absolutely something im- 
modest in it : it is like the stare of an impudent man 
of fashion at a fine woman, when she first comes 
into a room. I am positively in pain for the dishes, 
and cannot help thinking they have consciousness, 
and will be put out of countenance, he treats them 
so like what they are not. 

Then again he makes no scruple of keeping a 
joint of meat on the table, after the cheese and 
fruit are brought in, till he has what he calls iione 
with it. Now how awkward this looks, where 
there are ladies, you may judge, Mr Reflector, — 
how it disturbs the order and comfort of a meal. 
And yet I always make a point of helping him 
first, contrary to all good manners, — before any 
of my female friends are helped, — that he may 
avoid this very error. I wish he would eat before 
he comes out. 
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What makes his proceedings more pardcularly A mntfon 
offensive at our house is, that my husband^ though frP^*^ 
out of common politeness he is obliged to set dishes 
of animal food before his visitors, yet himself and 
his whole family (myself included) feed entirely 
on vegetables. We have a theory, that animal 
food is neither wholesome nor natural to man ; and 
even vegetables we refuse to eat until they have 
undergone the operation of fire, in consideration of 
those numberless little living creatures which the 
glass helps us to detect in every fibre of the plant 
or root before it be dressed. On the same theory 
we boil our water, which is our only drink, before 
we suffer it to come to table. Our children are 
perfect little Pythagoreans ; it would do you good 
to see them in their nursery, stuffing their dried 
fruits, figs, raisins, and tnilk^ which is the only 
approach to animal food which is allowed. They 
have no notion how the substance of a creature 
that ever had life can become food for another 
creature. A beef-steak is an absurdity to them ; 
a mutton-chop, a solecism in terms ; a cutlet, a 
word absolutely without any meaning ; a butcher 
is nonsense, except so far as it is taken for a man 
who delights in blood, or a hero. In this happy 
state of innocence we have kept their minds, not 
allowing them to go into the kitchen, or to hear 
of any preparations for the dressing of animal food, 
or even to know that such things are practised. 
But as a state of ignorance is incompatible with a 
certain age; and as my eldest girl, who is ten years 
old next Midsummer, must shortly be introduced 
into the world and sit at table with us, where she 
will see some things which will shock all her re-i 



I. 
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A yep^e* ceived notions, I have been endeavoaring by little 
^^^f|^ and little to break her mind, and prepare it for the 
disagreeable impressions which must be forced upon 
it. The first hint I gave her upon the subject, I 
could see her recoil from it with the same horror 
with which we listen to a tale of Anthropophagism ; 
but she has gradually grown more reconciled to it 
in some measure, from my telling her that it was 
the custom of the world, — to which, however 
senseless, we must submit so far as we could do it 
with innocence, not to give offence ; and she has 
shown so much strength of mind on other occasions, 
which I have no doubt is owing to the calmness 
and serenity superinduced by her diet, that I am 
in good hopes, when the proper season for her tiebut 
arrives, she may be brought to endure the sight of 
a roasted chicken or a dish of sweetbreads, for the 
first time, without fainting. Such being the nature 
of our little household, you may guess what inroads 
into the economy of it, — what revolutions and turn- 
ings of things upside down, the example of such a 

feeder as Mr is calculated to produce. 

I wonder at a time like the present, when the 
scarcity of every kind of food is so painfully ac- 
knowledged, that shame has no effect upon him. 
Can he have read Mr Malthus's Thoughts on the 
Ratio of Food to Peculation ? Can he tlunk it 
reasonable that one man should consume the sus- 
tenance of many ? 

The young gentleman has an agreeable air and 
person, such as are not unlikely to recommend him 
on the score of matrimony. But his fortune is not 
over large; and what prudent young woman would 
think of embarking hers with a man who would 



V 
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bring three or four mouths (or what is equivalent L«lgh 
to them) into a family ? She might as reasonably 77?°^^ 
choose a widower in the same circumstances with ^^n 
three or four children. 

I cannot think who he takes after. His father 
and mother, by all accounts, were very moderate 
eaters ; only I have heard that the latter swallowed 
her victuals very fast, and the former had a tedious 
custom of sitting long at his meals. Perhaps he 
takes after both. 

I wish you would turn this in your thoughts, 
Mr Reflector, and give us your ideas on the subject 
of excessive eating, and, particularly, of animal food. 

HOSFITA. 
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I 

A WRITER, whose real name, it seems, is 
^^ BolderOj but who has been entertaining the 
town for the last twelve months, with some very 
pleasant lucubrations, under the assumed signature 
of Leigh Hunts^ in his Indicator, of the 31st 
January last, has thought fit to insinuate, that I 
ERa do not write the little sketches which bear 
my signature, in this Magazine; but that the 
true author of them is a Mr L b. Observe 

^ Clearly a ficti'dous appellation j for if we admit the 
latter of these names to be in a manner English, what is 
Le'igk f Christian nomenclature knows no s«ch. 
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Robbed the critical period at which he has chosen to 

M ti^^'"?^*® *^^ calumny! — on the very eve of the 
*" ^ publication of our last number — affording no scope 
for explanation for a Rdl month — during which 
time, I must needs lie writhing and tossing, under 
the cruel imputation of non-entity, — Good heavens! 
that a plain man must not be allowed to be 

They call this an age of personality : but surely 
this spirit of anti-personality (if I may so express 
it) is something worse. 

Take away my moral reputation — I may live 
to discredit that calumny. 

Injure my literary fame, — I may write that up 
again — 

But when a gentleman is robbed of his identity, 
where is he ? 

Other murderers stab but at our existence, a 
frail and perishing trifle at the best. But here is 
an assassin, who aims at our very essence ; who 
not only forbids us to be any longer, but to have 
been at all. Let our ancestors look to it. — 

Is the parish register nothing ? Is the house 
in Princes-street, Cavendish-square, where we saw 
the light six and forty > years ago, nothing ? 
Were our progenitors from stately Genoa, where 
we flourished four centuries back, before the bar- 
barous name of Bold^ero^ was known to a Euro- 
pean mouth, nothing ? Was the goodly scion of 
our name, transplanted into England, in the reign 
of the seventh Henry, nothing ? Are the archives 
of the steel yard, in succeeding reigns (if haply 
they survive the fury of our envious enemies) 
showing that we flourished in prime repute, as 
^ It is clearly of transatlantic origin. 
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merchants down to the period of the commoiH Answer 
wealth, nothing ? «»g: a fool 

Why then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing — 
The covering sky is nothing, Bohemia nothing . — 

I am ashamed that this trifling writer should 
have power to move me so. 

II 

A Correspondent) who writes himself Peter 
Bally or Belly — for his handwriting is as ragged 
as his manners, — admonishes me of the old 
saying, that some people (under a courteous peri- 
phrasis, I slur his less ceremonious epithet) had 
need have good memories. In my "Old Benchers 
of the Inner Temple," I have delivered myself^ 
and truly, a templar born. Bell clamours upon 
diis, and thinketh that he hath caught a fox. It 
seems thkt in a former paper, retorting upon a 
weekly scribbler who had called my good identity 
in question, (see Postscript to my " Chapter on 
Ears,") I profess myself a native of some i^t 
near Cavendish Square, deducing my remoter 
origin from Italy. But who does not see, except 
this tinkling cymbal, that, in that idle fiction of 
Genoese ancestry, I was answering a fool accord- 
ing to his folly, — that Elia there expresseth him- 
self ironically as to an approved slanderer, who 
hath no right to the truth, ' and can be no fit 
recipient of it ? Such a one it is usual to leave 
to his delusions ; or, leading him from error still 
to ccHitradictory error, to plunge him (as we say) 
deeper in the mire, and give him line till he 
suspend himself. No understanding reader could 
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Latitude be imposed upon by such obvious rodomontade 
f«*' to suspect me for an alien, or beKcve me other 

^ than English. 

To a second correspondent, who signs himself 
"A Wiltshire Man," who claims me for a 
countryman upon the strength of an equivocal 
phrase in my "Christ's Hospital," a more mannerly 
reply is due. Passing over the Genoese fable, 
which Bell makes such a ring about, he nicely 
detects a more subtile discrepancy, which Bell 
was too obtuse to strike upon. Referring to the 
passage, I must confess, that the term ^^ native 
town," applied to Q^<c^ prima facie seems to bear 
out the construction which my friendly corre- 
spondent is willing to put upon it. The context 
too, I am afraid, a little favours it. But where 
the words of an author, taken literally, compared 
with some other passage in his writings, admitted 
to be authentic, involve a palpable contradiction, 
it hath been the custom of the ingenuous com- 
mentator to smoothe the difficulty by the sup- 
position that m the one case an allegorical or 
tropical sense was chiefly intended. So, by the 
word "native," I may be supposed to mean a 
town where I might have been bom, or where it 
might be desirable that I should have been bom, 
as being situated in wholesome air, upon a dry, 
chalky soil, in which I delight ; or a town with 
the inhabitants of which I passed some weeks, a 
Summer or two ago, so agreeably, that they and 
it became in a manner native to me. Without 
some such latitude of interpretation in the present 
case, I see not how we can avoid falling into so 
gross an error in physics as to conceive that a 
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gentleman may be born in two places, from which Church- 
all modem and ancient testimony is alike abhorrent, ^"^^i®" 
Bacchus Cometh the nearest to it, whom I re- 
member Ovid to have honoured with epithet 
"twice bom."i But, not to mention that he is 
so called (we conceive) in reference to the places 
'Sf hence rather than the places "tfhere he was de- 
livered, — for, by either birth, he may probably 
be challenged for a Theban, — in a strict way of 
speaking, he was 2l fi&us fimoris by no means in 
the same sense as he had been before a fiRus ahi y 
for that latter was but a secondary and tralatitious 
way of being bom, and he but a denizen of the 
second house of his geniture. Thus much by 
way of explanation was thought due to the 
courteous " Wiltshire Man.** 

To ** Indagator," "Investigator," "Incertus," 
and the rest of the pack, that are so importunate 
about the true localities of his birth, — as if, for- 
sooth, Elia were presently about to be passed to 
his parish, — to all such churchwarden critics he 
answereth, that, any explanation here given not- 
withstanding, he hath not so fixed his nativity 
(like a rusty vane) to one dull spot, but that, if he 
scedi occasion, or the argument shall demand it, 
he will be bom again in future papers, in whatever 
place, and at whatever period, shall seem good 

unto him. 

Mo.dd me Thebis, modo Athenis. 

^ Imperfectus adhuc infans genetricis ab alvo 
Eripitur, patrioque tener (si credere dignum) 
Insnitur femori . . . 
Tutaque bis geniti sunt incunabula Bacchi. 

Mctamorph,, lib. iii. 



78 ESSAYS AND SKETCHES 



THE GENTLE GIANTESS 

A broad ' I *HE widow Blacket, of Oxford, is the largest 
back -■' female I ever had the pleasure of beholding. 
There may be her parallel upon the earth, but 
surely I never saw it. I take her to be lineally 
descended from the maid's aunt of Brainfbrd, who 
caused Master Ford such uneasiness. She hath 
Atlantean shoulders ; and, as she stoopeth in her 
gait — with as few offences to answer for in her 
own particular as any of Eve's daughters — her 
back seems broad enough to bear the blame of all 
the peccadillos that have been committed since 
Adam. She girdeth her waist — or what she is 
pleased to esteem as such — nearly up to her 
shoulders, from beneath which, that huge dorsal 
expanse, in mountainous declivity, emergeth. 
Respect for her alone preventeth the idle boys, 
who follow her about in shoals, whenever she 
Cometh abroad, from getting up and riding. — But 
her presence infallibly commands a reverence. 
She is indeed, as the Americans would express it, 
something awfiil. Her person is a burthen to 
herself, no less than to the ground which bears 
her. To her mighty bone, she hath a pinguitude 
withal, which makes the depth of winter to her 
the most desirable season. Her distress in the 
warmer solstice is pitiable. During the months 
of July and August, she usually renteth a cool 
cellar, where ices are kept, whereinto she de- 
scendeth when Sirius rageth. She dates from a 
hot Thursday — some twenty-five years ago. Her 
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apartment in summer is pervious to the four winds. At the 
Two doors, in north and south direction, and two "^^P* ®^ 
windows, fronting the rising and the setting sun, ^^^^*"*®** 
never closed, from every cardinal point, catch the 
contributory breezes. She loves to enjoy what 
she calls a quadruple draught. That must be a 
shrewd zephyr, that can escape her. I owe a 
painfid face^ch, which oppresses me at this mo- 
ment, to a cold caught, sitting by her, one day in 
last July, at this receipt of coolness. Her fan in 
ordinary resembleth a banner spread, which she 
keepeth continually on the alert to detect the least 
breeze. She possesseth an active and gadding 
mind, totally inccmimensurate with her person. 
No one delighteth more than herself in country 
exercises and pastimes. I have passed many an 
agreeable holiday with her in her favourite park at 
Woodstock. She performs her part in these de- 
lightful ambulatory excursions by the aid of a 
portable garden chair. She setteth out with you 
at a fair foot gallop, which she keepeth up till 
you are both well breathed, and then she reposeth 
for a few seconds. Then she is up again, for 
a hundred paces or so, and again resteth — her 
movements, on these sprightly occasions, being 
something between walking and flying. Her 
great weight seemeth to propel her forward, 
ostrich-fashion. In this kind of relieved marching 
I have traversed with her many scores of acres . 

on those well-wooded and well-watered domains. 
Her delight at Oxford is the public walks and 
gardens, where, when the weather is not too 
oppressive, she passeth much of her valuable time. 
There is a bench at Maudlin, or rather, situated ^ 
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Her between the frontiers of that and ♦♦♦♦♦♦*8 college 
habits — some litigation latterly, about repairs, has vested 
an voice ^^ property of it finally in ******'8 — where at 
the hour of noon she is ordinarily to be found 
sitting — so she calls it by courtesy — but in fact, 
pressing and breaking of it dovm with her enormous 
settlement ; as both those Foundations, who, how- 
ever, are good-natured enough to wink at it, have 
found, I believe, to their cost. Here she taketh 
the fresh air, principally at vacation times, when 
the walks are freest from interruption of the 
younger fry of students. Here she passeth her 
idle hours, not idly, but generally accompanied 
with a book — blest if she can but intercept some 
resident Fellow (as usually there are some of that 
brood left behind at these periods) ; or stray 
Master of Arts (to most of whom she is better 
known than their dinner-bell) ; with whom she 
may confer upon any curious topic of literature. 
I have seen these shy gownsmen, who truly set but 
a very slight value upon female conversation, cast 
a hawk's eye upon her from the length of Maudlin 
grove, and warily glide off into another walk — 
true monks as they are, and ungently neglecting 
the delicacies of her polished converse, for their 
own perverse and uncommunicating solitariness ! 
Within doors her principal diversion is music, 
vocal and instrumental, in both which she is no 
mean professor. Her voice is wonderfully fine ; 
but till I got used to it, I confess it staggered me. 
It is for all the world like a piping bulfinch, while 
from her size and stature you would expect notes 
to drown the deep organ. The shake, which 
most fine singers reserve for the close or cadence, 
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by some unaccountable flexibility, or tremulousness Last and 
of pipe, she carrieth quite through the composi- J5?*i|5* 
tion ; so that her time, to a common air or ballad, 
keeps double motion, like the earth — running the 
primary circuit of the tune, and still revolving 
upon its ovm axis. The effect, as I said before, 
when you are used to it, is as agreeable as it is 
altogether new and surprising. The spacious 
apartment of her outward frame lodgeth a soul 
in all respects disproportionate. Of more than 
mortal msJie, she evinceth withal a trembling sensi- 
Inlityy a yielding infirmity of purpose, a quick 
susceptibility to reproach, and all the train of 
diffident and blushing virtues, which for their 
habitation usually seek out a feeble frame, an at- 
tenuated and meagre constitution. With more 
than man's bulk, her humours and occupations are 
eminently feminine. She sighs — being six foot 
high. She languisheth — being two feet wide. 
She worketh slender sprigs upon the delicate 
muslin — her fingers being capable of moulding 
a Colossus. She sippeth her wine out of her 
glass daintily — her capacity being that of a tun of 
Heidelburg. She goeth mincingly with those 
feet of hers — whose solidity need not fear the 
black ox's pressure.. Softest, and largest of thy 
sex, adieu ! by what parting attribute may I salute 
thee — last and best of the Titanesses — Ogress, 
fed with milk instead of blood — not least, or least 
handsome, among Oxford's stately structures — 
Oxford, who, in its deadest time of vacation, can 
never properly be said to be empty, having thee 
to fill it. 

EuA. 
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GUY FAUX: 

ON THE PROBABLB EFFECTS OF THE GUNPOWDER 
TREASON IN THIS COUNTRY IF THE COMSPIRA* 
TORS HAD ACCOMPLISHED THEIR OBJECT 

Hazlitt A VERY ingenious and subtle writer, whom 

on the -^^ there is good reason for suspecting to be an 

wS Ex" Jesuit, not unknown at Douay some five-and 

twenty years since (he will not obtrude himself at 

M th again in a hurry), about a twelvemonth 

back set himself to prove the character of the 
Powder Plot conspirators to have been that of 
heroic self-devotedness and true Christian martyr- 
dom. Under the mask of Protestant candour he 
actually gained admission for his treatise into a 
London weekly paper, not particularly distin- 
guished for its zeal towards either religion. But, 
admitting Catholic principles, his arguments arc 
shrewd and incontrovertible. He says — 

Guy Faux was a fanatic, but he was no hypocrite. He 
ranks among good haters. He was cruel, bloody-minded, 
reckless of all considerations but those of an infuriated 
and bigoted faith ; but he was a true son of the Catholic 
Church, a martyr and a confessor, for all that. He who 
can prevail upon himself to devote his life for a cause, 
however we may condemn his opinions or abhor his actions, 
vouches at least for the honesty of his principles and the 
disinterestedness of his motives. He may be guilty of the 
worst practices, but he is capable of the greatest. He is 
no longer a slave, but free. The contempt of death is the 
beginning of virtue. The hero of the Gunpowder-Plot 
was, if you will, a fool, a madman, an assassin \ call him 
what names you please ; still he was neither knave nor 
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coward. He did not propose to blow up the Parliament The 
and come off, scot-free, himself j he showed that he valued heroisiSt 
.his own life no more than theirs in such a caus&-~ where of Gu^ 
the integrity of the Catholic faith and the salvation of FaUX 
perhaps millions of souls was at stake. He did not call it 
a murder, but a sacri&ce which he was about to achieve : 
he was armed with the Holy Spirit and with fire ; he was 
the Church's chosen servant and her bles&ed martyr. He 
comforted himself as **the best of cut-throats." How 
many wretches are there that would have undertaken to do 
•what he intended for a sum of money, if they could have 
got off with impunity ! How few are there who would 
have put themselves in Guy Faux's situation to save the 
universe ! Yet in the latter case we affect to be thrown 
into greater consternation than at the most unredeemed 
ilcta of villainy, as if the absolute disinterestedness of the 
motive doubled the horror of the deed ! The cowardice 
and selfishness of mankind are in fact shocked at the con- 
sequences to themselves (if such examples are held up for 
imitation), and they make a fearful outcry against the 
violation of every principle of morality, lest they too 
should be called on for any such tremendous sacrifices^-— 
lest they in their turn should have to go on the forlorn 
hope of extra*ofiicial duty. Chanty begins at homey is a 
maxim that prevails as well in the courts of conscience as 
in those of prudence. We would be thought to shudder 
at the consequences of crime to others, while we tremble 
for them to ourselves. We talk of the dark and cowardly 
assassin j and this is well, when an individual shrinks from 
the fiace of an enemy, and purchases his own safety by 
striking a \>\ovf in the darki but how the charge oif 
cowardly can be applied to the public assassin, who, in the 
very act of destroying another, lays down his life as the 
pledge and forfeit of his sincerity and boldness, I am at a 
loss to devise. There may be barbarous prejudice, rooted 
hatred,; unprincipled treachery, in such an act ; but he who 
resolves to take all the danger and odium upon himself, 
can no more be branded with cowardice, than Regulus de- 
voting himself for his country, or Codrus leaping into the 
fi«ry gulf. A wily Father Inquisitor, coolly and with 
plenary authority condemning hundreds of helpless, un- 
oefFending victims, to the flames or to the horrors of a 
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The living tomb, while he himself would not suffer a hair of 
dreg^ of his head to be hurt, is to me a character without any quali- 
I«oyola fying trait in it. Again ; the Spanish conqueror and hero, 
the favourite of his monarch, who enticed thirty thousand 
poor Mexicans into a large open building, under promise of 
strict faith and cordial good-will, and then set fire to it, 
making sport of the cries and agonies of these deluded 
creatures, is an instance of uniting the most hardened 
cruelty with the most heartless selfishness. His plea was 
keeping no faith with heretics : this was Guy Faux's too ; 
but I am sure at least that the latter kept faith with him- 
self : he was in earnest in his professions* His was not 
gay, wanton, unfeeling depravity ; he did not murder in 
sport ; it was serious work that he had taken in hand. 
To see this arch-bigot, this heart-whole traitor, this pale 
miner in the infernal regions, skulking in his retreat with 
his cloak and dark lanthom, moving cautiously about 
among his barrels of gunpowder loaded with death, but 
not yet ripe for destruction, regardless of the lives of 
others, and more than indiflferent to his own, presents 
a picture of the strange infatuation of the human under- 
standing, but not of the depravity of the human will, 
without an equal. There were thousands of pious Papists 
privy to and ready to applaud the deed when done :— there 
was no one but our old fifth-of-November friend, who still 
flutters in rags and straw on the occasion, that had the 
courage to attempt it. In him stern duty and unshaken 
faith prevailed over natural frailty. 

It is impossible, upon Catholic principles, not 
to admit the force of this reasoning ; we can only 
not help smiling (with the writer) at the simplicity 
of the gulled editor, swallowing the dregs of 
Loyola for the very quintessence of sublimated 
reason in England at the commencement of the 
nineteenth century. We will just, as a contrast, 
show what we Protestants (who are a party con- 
cerned) thought upon the same subject, at a period 
rather nearer to the heroic project in question. 

The Gunpowder Treason was the subject which 
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called forth the earliest specimen which is left us of Jeremy 
the pulpit eloquence of Jeremy Taylor. When ^f'|f^ * 
he preached the Sermon on that anniversary, which ^ 
is printed at the end of the folio edition of his 
Sermons, he was a young man just commencing 
his ministry, under the auspices of Archbbhop 
Laud. From the learning, and maturest oratory, 
which it manifests, ooe should rather hare con- 
jectured it to have proceeded from the same 
person after he was ripened by time into a Bishop 
and Father of the Church. — " And, really, these 
Romano-barbari could never pretend to any prece- 
dent for an act so barbarous as theirs. Adrame- 
lech, indeed, killed a king, but he spared the 
people ; Haman would have killed the people, 
but spared the king ; but that both king and 
people, princes and judges, branch and rush and 
root, should die at once (as if Caligula's wish 
were actuated, and all England upon one head), 
was never known till now, that all the malice of 
the world met in this as in a centre. The Sicilian 
even-song, the matins of St Bardiolomew, known 
for the pitiless and damned massacres, were but 
Kairvov vKvas ovap, the dream of the shadow of 
smoke, if compared with this great fire. In tarn 
occupato sacula fabulas vuigares nequitia non invenit. 
This was a busy age; Herostratus must have 
invented a mwe sublimed malice than the burning 
of one temple, or not have been so much as spoke 
of since the discovery of the powder treason. 
But I must make more haste, I shall not eke 
cHmb the sublimity of this impiety. Nero was 
sometimes the poptUare odiuniy was popularly hated, 
and deserved it too, for he slew his master, and 



86 ESSAYS AND SKETCHES 

On Gun- his wife, and all his family, once or twice over, 
powder — opened his mother's womb, — fired the city, 
laughed at it, slandered the Christians for it ; but 
yet all these were but princifia makrum, the very 
first rudiments of evil. Add, then, to these, 
Herod's master-piece at Ramah, as it was de- 
ciphered by the tears and sad threnes of the 
matrons in an universal mourning for the loss of 
their pretty infants ; yet this of Herod will prove 
but an infant wickedness, and that of Nero the 
evil but of one city. I would willingly have 
found out an Example, but see I cannot; should 
I put into the scale the extract of all the old 
tyrants famous in antique stories, — 

Bistonii stabulum regis, Busiridis aras, 
Antiphatas mcnsas, et Taurica regna Thoantis ; — 

should I take for true story the highest cruelty 
as it was fancied by the most hieroglyphical 
Egyptian, this alone would weigh them down, as 
if the Alps were put in scale against the dust of a 
balance. For had this accursed treason prospered, 
we should have had the whole kingdom mourn 
for the inestimable loss of its chiefest glory, its 
life, its present joy, and all its very hopes for the 
future. For such was their destined malice, that 
they would not only have inflicted so cruel a 
blow, but have made it incurable, by cutting ofF 
our supplies of joy, the whole succession of the 
Line Royal. Not only the vine itself, but all 
the gemmulay and the tender olive -branches, should 
either have been bent to their intentions, and made 
to grow Crooked, or else been broken. 

"And now, after such a sublimity of malice. 
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I will not instance in the sacrilegious ruin of the One view 
neighbouring temples, which needs must have ^ ^ 
perished in the flame, — nor in the disturbing the ^ 

ashes of our intombed kings, devouring their dead 
ruins like s^ulchral dogs, — these are but minutes, 
in respect of the ruin prepared for the living 

temples : — 

Stragem sed Istam non tulit 

Chrifttus cadentum Principum 

Impune, ne forsan sui 

Patria periret fabrica. 
Ergo quae poterit lingua retexere 
Laucies, Chriate, tuaa, qui domitum struis 
Infidum populum cum Duce perfido I " 

In such strains of eloquent indignation did 
Jeremy Taylor's young oratory inveigh against 
that stupendous attempt, which he truly says had 
no parallel in ancient or modem times. A century 
and a half of European crimes has elapsed since 
he made the assertion, and his position remains in 
its strength. He wrote near the time in which the 
nefarious project had like to have been completed. 
Men's minds still were shudd«ering from the re- 
centtiess of the escape. It must have been within 
his memory, or have been sounded in his ears so 
young by his parents, that he would seem, in his 
maturer years, to have remembered it. No wonder 
then that he describes it in words that bum. But 
to us, to whom the tradition has come slowly down, 
and has had time to cool, the story of Guido 
Vaux sounds rather like a tale, a' fable, and an 
invention, than true history. It supposes such 
gigantic audacity of daring, combined with such 
more than infantile stupidity in the motive, — such 
a combination of the fiend and the monkey, — that 
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A sort of credulity is almost swallowed up in contemplating 
*'^'^®" the singularity of the attempt. It has accordingly, 
vcsti?" "^ some degree, shared the fate of fiction. It is 
familiarized to us in a kind of serio-ludicrous way, 
like the story of Guy of WarwicJ(^ or Fakniine 
and Orson. The way which we take to perpetuate 
the memory of this deliverance is well adapted to 
keep up this fabular notion. Boys go about the 
streets annually with a beggarly scarecrow dressed 
up, which is to be burnt, indeed, at night, with 
holy zeal ; but, meantime, they beg a penny for 
poor Guy : this periodical petition, which we have 
heard from our infancy, — combined with the dress 
an4 appearance of the elRgy, so well calculated 
to move compassion, — has the effect of quite re- 
moving from our fancy the horrid circumstances of 
the story which is thus commemorated \ and io 
poor Guy vainly should try to recognize any of the 
features of that tremendous madman in iniquity, 
Guido Vaux with his horrid crew of accomplices, 
that sought to emulate earthquakes and bursting 
volcanoes in their more than mortal mischief. 

Indeed, the whole ceremony of burning Guy 
Faux, or the Pope^ as he is indifferently called, is 
a sort of Treason Travestie^ and admirably adapted 
to lower our feelings upon this memorable subject. 
The printers of the little duodecimo Trayer 'BooJ^f 
printed by T. Baskett,^ in 1749, which has the 

^ The same. I presume, upon whom the clergyman in 
the song of the yicar and c^w«, not without judgment, 
passes this memorable censure — 

Here, Moses, the King : — 
'Tis a scandalous thing 
That this Baskett should print for the Crown. 
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effigy of his sacred Majesty George II. piously A sug- 
prefixed, have illustrated the service (a very fine g^*J^* 
one in itself) which is appointed for the Anniver- ^*"** 
sary of this Day, with a print, which it is not 
very easy to describe, but the contents appear to 
be these : — The scene is a room, I conjecture in 
the king's palace. Two persons,— one of whom 
I take to be James himself, from his wearing his 
hat while the other stands bareheaded, — ^are in- 
tently surveying a sort of speculum, or magic 
mirror, which stands upon a pedestal in the midst 
of the room, in which a little figure of Guy 
Faux with his dark lantern approaching the door 
of the Parliament House is made discernible by 
the light proceeding from a great eye which shines 
in from the topmost comer of the apartment, by 
which eye the pious artist no doubt meant to 
designate Providence. On the other side of the 
mirror, is a figure doing somethmg, which puzzled 
me when a child, and continues to puzzle me 
now. The best I can make of it is, that it is a 
conspirator busy laying the train, — but then, why 
is he represented in the king's chamber ? — Con* 
jecture upon so fantastical a design is vain, and I 
cmly notice the print as being one of the earliest 
graphic representations which woke my childhood 
into wonder, and doubtless combined with the 
mummery before-mentioned, to take off the edge 
of that horror which the naked historical mention 
of Guido's conspiracy could not have failed of 
exciting. 

Now that so many years are past since that 
abominable machination was happily frustrated, it 
will not, I hope, be considered a profane sporting 
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That with the eubject, if we take no very serious survey 
^^^h* ^^ ^^^ consequences that would have flowed from 
have been ^^^ P^^' ^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^ successful issue. The 
first thing that -strikes us, in a selfish point of view, 
is the material change which it must have pro- 
duced in the course of the nobility. All the 
ancient peerage being extinguished, as it was in- 
tended, at one blow, the Re4-^ok must have been 
closed for ever, or a new race of peers must have 
been created to supply the deficiency ; as the first 
part of this dilemma is a deal too shocking to 
think of, what a fund of mouth-watering reflect 
tions does this give rise to in the breasts of us 
plebeians of a.d. 1825. Why you or I, reader, 
might have been Duke of or Earl of 



«. * 



I particularize no titles, to avoid the least suspicion 
of intention to usurp the dignities of the two 
noblemen whom I have in my eye : — but a feeling 
more dignified than envy sometimes excites a sigh, 
when I think how the posterity of Guido's Legion 
of Honour (among whom you or I might have 
been) might have rolled down <* dulcified" as 
Burke ejipresses it, " by 'an exposure to the in- 
fluence of heaven in a long flow of geperationsi 
from the hard, acidulous, metallic tincture of the 
spring." 1 What new orders of merit, think 
you, this English Napoleon would have chosen ? 
Knights of the Barrel, or Lords of the Tub, 
Gr^nd Almoners of the Cellar, or Ministers of 
Explosion. We should have given the Train 
couchanty and the Fire rampant in our arms ; we 
should have quartered the dozen white matches 

^ Letter to a Noble Lord. 
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in our coats ; — the Shallows would have been A lucky 
nothing to us. reporter 

Turning away from these mortifying reflections, 
let us contemplate its effect upon the other housc^ 
for they were all to have gone together, — King, 
Lords, Commons 

To assist our imagination, let us take leave to 
suppose, — and we do it in the harmless wantonness 
of fancy, — to suppose that the tremendous ex- 
plosion had taken place in our days ; — we better 
know what a House of Commons is in our days, 
and can better estimate our loss ; — let us imagine, 
then, to ourselves, the United Members sitting in 
foil conclave above — Faux just ready with his train 
and matches below ; in his hand a '* reed tipt with 
fire '*— he applies the fatal engine ^ 

To assist our notions still forther, let us suppose 
some lucky dog of a reporter, who had escaped 
by miracle upon some plank of St Stephen's 
benches, and came plump upon the roof of the 
adjacent Abbey, from whence descending, at some 
neighbouring coffee-house, first wiping his clothes 
and calling for a glass of lemonade, he sits down 
and reports what he had heard and seen (quorum 
pars magna fiiit)' for the Morning Post or the 
Courier y — we can scarcely imagine -him describing 
the event in any other words but some such aa 
these : — 

"A Motion was put and carried. That this 
House do adjourn: That the Speaker do quit 
the Chair* The House rose amid clamours for 
Order." 

. In some such way the event might most techni- 
cally have been conveyed to the public. But a 
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AnoUier poetical mind, not content with this dry method of 
^f^^ narration, cannot help pursuing the effects of this 
tremendous blowing up, this adjournment in the 
air sine die. It sees the benches mount, — the 
Chair first, and then the benches, and first 
the Treasury Bench, hurried up in this nitrous 
explosion ; the Members, as it were, pairing off ; 
Whigs and Tories taking their friendly apotheosis 
together, (as they did their sandwiches below in 
Bellamy's room). Fancy, m her flight, keeps 
pace with the aspiring legislators, she sees the 
awful seat of order mounting tiU it becomes finally 
fixed a constellation, next to Cassiopeia's chair, 
— the wig of him that sat in it taking its place 
near Berenice's curls. St Peter, at Heaven's 
wicket, — no, not St Peter, — St Stephen, with 

open arms, receives his own 

While Fancy beholds these celestial appropria- 
tions, Reason, no less pleased, discerns the mighty 
benefit which so complete a renovation must 
produce below. Let the most determined foe to 
corruption, the most thorough-paced redresser of 
abuses, try to conceive a more absolute purification 
of the House than this was calculated to produce; 
— why. Pride's Purge was nothing to it; — the 
whole borough-mongering system would have been 
got rid of, fairly exploded; — with it, the senseless 
distinctions of party must have disappeared ; 
faction must have vanished; corruption have 
expired m air. From Hundred, Tything, and 
Wapentake, some new Alfred would have con- 
vened, in all its purity, the primitive Wittenagemot, 
•*— fixed upon a basis of property or population, 
permanent as the poles 
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From this dream of universal restitution, Reason Lantern, 
and Fancy with difficulty awake to Aew the «»^ 
real state of things. But, blessed be Heaven, 
St Stephen's walls are yet standing, all her seats 
firmly secured; nay, some have doubted (since 
the Septennial Act) whedier gunpowder itself, or 
any thing short of a Committee above stairs^ would 
be able to shake any one member from his seat ; 
— that great and final improvement to the Abbey, 
which is all that seems wanting, — the removing 
Westminster-hall and its appendages, and letting 
in the view of the Thames, — must not be ex- 
pected in our days. Dismissing, therefore, all 
such speculations as mere tales of a tub, it is the 
duty of every honest Englishman to endeavour, by 
means less wholesale than Guido's, to ameliorate, 
without extinguishing. Parliaments ; to hold the 
lantern to the dark places of corruption ; to apply 
the match to the rotten parts of the system only ; 
and to wrap himself up, not in the muffling mantle 
of conspiracy, but in the warm, honest cloaJ( of 
integrity and patriotic intention. 

Elia. 



LETTER TO AN OLD GENTLE- 
MAN WHOSE EDUCATION 
HAS BEEN NEGLECTED 

V/f Y DEAR SIR,— The question which you 
^^ have done me the honour to propose to 
mej through the medium of our common friend 
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.(X mention but this instance. Your own experience, 
emalatton ^g knowledge advances, will furnish you with many 
parallels. 

I can scarcely approve of the intention, which 
Mr Grierson informs me you had contemplated, 
of entering yourself at a common seminary, and 
working your way up from the lower to the higher 
forms with the children. I see more to admire 
in the modesty, than in the expediency, of such a 
resolution. I own I cannot reconcile myself to 
the spectacle of a gentleman at your time of life 
seated, as must be your case at first, below a Tyro 
of four or five— for at that early age the rudiments 
of education usually commence in this country. 
I doubt whether more might not be lost in the 
point of fitness, than would be gained in the ad« 
vantages which you propose to yourself by this 
scheme. 

You say, you stand in need of emulation ; that 
this incitement is nowhere to be had but at a public 
school ; that you should be more sensible of your 
progress by comparing it with the daily progress 
of those around you. But have you considered 
the nature of emulation ; and how it is sustained 
at those tender years, which you would have to 
come in competition with ? I am afraid you are 
dreaming of academic prizes and distinctions. 
Alas! in the university, for which you are pre- 
paring, the highest medal would be a silver penny, 
and you must graduate in nuts and oranges. 

I know that Peter, the great Czar — or Em* 
peror — of Muscovy, submitted himself to the 
discipline of a dock-yard at Deptford, that he 
might learn, and convey to his countrymen, the 
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noble art of shipi-building. You are old enough A sti^- 
to remember him, or at least the talk about him. 8rc*t«>n 
I call to mind also other great princes^ who, to 
instruct themselves in the theory and practice of 
war, and set an example of subordination to their 
subjects, have condescended to enrol themselves 
as private soldiers ; and, passing through the 
successive ranks of corporal, quartermaster^ and 
the rest, have served their way up to the station, 
at which most princes are willing enough to set 
out — of General and Commander-in-Chief over 
their own forces. But — besides that there is 
oftentimes great sham and pretence in their show 
of mock humility — the competition which they 
stooped to was with their co-evals, however in- 
ferior to them in birth. Between ages so very 
disparate, as those which you contemplate, I fear 
there can no salutary emulation subsist. 

Again, in the other alternative, could you 
submit to the ordinary reproofs and discipline of 
a day-school ? Could you bear to be corrected 
for your faults ? Or how would it look to see 
you put to standi as must be the case sometimes, 
in a comer ? 

I am afraid that the idea of a public school in 
your circumstances must be given up. 

But is it impossible, my dear Sir, to find some 
person of your own age-^if of the other sex, the 
more agreeable perhaps — whose information, like 
your own, has rather lagged behind their years, 
who should be willing to set out from the same 
point with yourself, to undergo the same tasks — 
thus at once inciting and sweetening each other's 
labours in a sort of ^endly rivalry i Such a one, 

H 
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and it« I think, it would not be difficult to find in 8Qine 

alterna- Qf ^q western parts of this island-^-about Dart* 
tive r • 

moor for instance. 

Or what if, from your own estate — that estate 
which, unexpectedly acquired sq late in life, has 
inspired into you this generous thirst after know- 
ledge, you were tp select some elderly peasant, that 
might best be spared from t;he land, to come and 
begin his education with you, that you might till, 
as it were, your minds together — one, whose 
heavier progress might invite, without a fear of 
discouraging your emulation ? We might then 
see — starting from an equal post — the difference 
of the clownish and the gentle blood, 

A private education then, or such a one as I 
have been describing, being determined on, we 
must in the next place look for a preceptor : — 
for it will be some time before either of you, left 
to yourselves, will be able to assist the other to 
any great purpose in his studies. 

And now, my dear Sir, if in describing such a 
tutor as I have imagined for you, I use a style 
a little above the familiar one in which I have 
hitherto chosen to address you, the nature of the 
subject must be my apology. Difficile est de 
$cientiis inscienter loqui^ which is as much as to 
say that ''in treating of scientific matters it is 
difficult to avoid the use of scientific terma." 
But I shall endeavour to be as plain as possible. 
I am not going to present 'you with the i^alof a 
pedagogue, as it may exist in my fancy, or has 
possibly been realized in the persons of Buchanan 
and Busby. Something less than perfection will 
serve our turn. The scheme which I propose in 



TO AN (M.D GENTLBStAN 99 

this first or inttoductory letter, has reference to Heahonld 
the first four or five years of your education only; ^ "*"**~ 
and in enumerating Uie qualifications of him that 
should undertake the direction of your studies, I 
shall rather point out the minimuf/iy or leasts that 
I ' shall require of him, than trouble you in the 
search of attainments neither common nor neces» 
sary to our immediate purpose. 

He should be a man of deep and extensive 
knowledge. So much at least is indispensable^ 
Something older than yourself, I could wish him, 
because years add reverence. 

To his age and great learning, he. should be 
blest with a temper and a patience, willing to 
accommodate itself to the imperfections of the 
slowest and meanest capacities. Such a one in 
former days Mr Hartlib appears to have been, and 
such in our days I take Mr Grierson to be ; but 
our friend, you know, unhappily has other en- 
gagements, r do not demand a consummate 
gramsnartan \ but he must be a thorough master 
of vernacular orthography, with an insight into 
the accentuaiities and punctualities of modern 
Saxon^ or English. He must be competently 
instructed (or how shall he instruct you ?) in the 
tetralogy, or first four rules, upon which not only 
arithmetic, but geometry, and the pure mathe- 
matics themselves, are grounded. I do not require 
that he should have measured the globe with 
Cook, or Ortelius, but it is desirable that he 
should have a general knowledge (I do not mean 
a very nice or pedantic one) of the great divi8i<» 
of the earth into four parts, so as to teach you 
readily to name the quarters. He must have a 
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Some genius capable in some degree of soaring to the 
items of gpp^ elemem, to deduce from thence the not 
^ami<ig jjuuoh dissimilar computation of the cardinal points, 
or hinges, upon which those invisil^e phenomena, 
which naturalists agree to term toinds^ do perpetu- 
ally shift and turn. He must instruct you, in 
imitation of the old Orphic fragments (the men« 
tion of which has possibly escaped you), in 
numeric and harmonious responses, to deliver the 
number of solar revolutions, within which each of 
the twelve periods, into which the Jlnnus Vulgaris^ 
or common year, is divided, doth usually complete 
and terminate itself. The intercalaries, and other 
subtle problems, he will do weU to omit, till riper 
years, and course of study, shall have rendered 
you more capable thereof. He must be capaUe 
of embracing all history, so as from the countless 
myriads of individual men, who have peopled this 
globe of earth— 3/9r it is a globi-^j comparison 
of their respective births, lives, deaths, fortunes, 
conduct, prowess, &c., to pronounce, and teach 
you to pronounce, dogmatically and catechetically, 
who was the richest, who was the strongest, who 
was the wisest, who was the meekest man, that 
ever lived ; to the facilitation of which solution, 
you will readily conceive, a smattering of Imo- 
graphy would in no inconsideraUe degree conduce. 
Leaving the dialects of men (in one of which I 
shall take leave to suppose you by this time at 
least superficially instituted), you will learn to 
ascend with him to the contemplation of the 
unarticulated language, which was before the 
written tongue; anc^ with the aid of the elder 
Phrygian or iBsopic key, to interpret the sounds 
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by which the animal .tribes communicate their The tight 
minds — evolvisg nooral instruction with detight P^^ 
from the dialogue of coclcs, dogs, and foxes. Or 
marrying theology with verse, from whose mixture 
a beautiful and healthy offspring may be expected, 
in your own native accents (but purified) you will 
keep time together to the profound harpings of 
the more modem or Wattsian hynmics. 

Thus far I have ventured tx> conduct you to a 
** hillside^ whence you may discern the right path 
of a virtuous and noble education ; laborious 
indeed at the first ascent, but else so smooth, so 
green, so full of goodly prospects and melodious 
souods on every side, that the harp of Orpheus 
was not more charming."^ 

With best respects to Mr Griersony when you 
ste him, 

I remain, dear Sir, your obedient servant, 

Elia. 
jfyrU I//, 1823. 
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liil Y thoughts .had been engaged last evening in 
**■ * solving the problem, why in all times and 
places the iom has been agreed upon as the 
symbol, or honourable badge, of married men. 
Moses's horn, the horn of Ammon, of Amal- 
thea, and a cornucopia of legends besides, came 

' Milton's Tractate oti Education, addressed to Mr 
Hartlib. 
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A dream to my recollection, but aforded bo satisfectory 
solution, or rather involved the qijestion in deeper 
obscurity. Tired with the fruitless chase of in- 
explicant analogies, I fell aisleep, aad dreamed in 
this fashion. 

Methought certain scales or films fell from my 
eyes, which had hitherto hindered these little 
tokens from bebg visible. I was somewhere in 
the Cornhill (as it might be termed) of some 
Utopia. Busy citizens jostled each other, as they 
may do in our streets, with care (the car« of 
making a penny) written upon their foreheads; 
and something else^ which is rather imagined, than 
distinctly imaged, upon the brows of my own 
friends and fellow-townsmen. 

In my. first surprise I supposed myself gotten 
into some forest — Arden, to be sure, or Sherwood ; 
but the dresses and deportment, all civic, forbade 
me to continue in that delusion. Then a scriptural 
thought crossed me (especially as there were nearly 
as many Jews as Christians among them), whether 
it might not be the Children of Israel going up to 
besiege Jericho. I was undeceived of both errors 
by the sight of many faces which were familiar 
to me. I found myself strangely (as it will happen 
in dreams) at one and the same time in an unknown 
country, with known companions. I met old 
friends, not with new faces, but with ^heir old faces 
oddly adorned in fronty with each man a certain 
corneous excrescence. Dick Mitis, the little 
cheesemonger in St ****'8 Passage, was the first 
that saluted me, with his hat off— you know 
Dicks way to a customer — and^ I not being 
aware of him, he thrust a strange beam into my 
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left eye, which pained and grieved me exceedingly ; Visible 
but, instead of apology, he only grinned and fleered ?*^^, 
in my face, as much as to say, " It is the custom ®^"'"" ® 
of the country," and passed on. 

I had scarce time to send a civil message to 
his lady, whom I have always admired as a pattern 
of a wife, — and do indeed take Dick and her to 
be a model of conjugal agreement and harmony, — 
when I felt an ugly smart in my neck, as if some- 
thing had gored it behind, and turning round, it 
was my old friend and neighbour. Dulcet, the 
confectioner, who, meaning to be pleasant, had 
thrust his protuberance right into my nape, and 
seemed proud of his power of offending. 

Now I was assailed right and left, till in my 
own defence I was obliged to walk sideling and 
wary, and look about me, as you guard your eyes 
in London Streets ; for the horns thickened, and 
came at me like the ends of umbrellas poking in 
one's face. 

I soon found that these towtis-folk w^re the 
civillest best-mannered people in the world, and 
that if they had offended at all, it was entirely 
owing to their blindness. They do not know 
what dangerous weapons they protrude in front, 
and will stick their best friends in the eye with 
provoking complacency. Yet the best of it isj 
they can see the beams on their neighbours' fore- 
heads, if they are as small as motes, but their own 
beams they can in no wise discern. 

There was little Mitis, that I told you I just 
encountered — he has simply (I speak of him at 
home in his own shop) the smoothest forehead in 
his own conceit — he will stand you a quarter of 
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UiiicQmf 4Q hour together contemplating the serenity of it 
MiUe« in ^^^ glass, before he begins to shave himself in 
^*"** a morning — yet you saw what a desperate gash he 
gave me. 

Desiring to be better informed of the ways of 
this extraordinary peopky I applied myself to a 
fellow of some assurance, who (it appeared) acted 
as a sort of interpreter to strangers — he was 
dressed in a military uniform, and strongly re- 
sembled Colonel — , of the guards; — and 
''pray. Sir," said I, ''have all the inhabitants of 
your city these troublesome excrescences I I beg 
pardon ; I see you have none. You perhaps are 
single." "Truly, sir," he replied with a smile, 
" for the most part we have, . but not all alike. 
There are some, like Dick, that sport but one 
tumescence. Their ladies have been tolerably 
faithful — have confined themselves to a single 
aberration or so — these we call Unicorns. Dick) 
you must know, is my Unicom. [He spoke this 
with an air of invincible assurance.] Then we 
have Bicoms, Tricoms, and so on up to Millecoms. 
[Here methought I crossed and blessed myself in 
my dream.] Some again we have — there goes 
one — you see how happy the rogue looks — how 
he walks smiling and perking up his face, as if he 
thought himself the only man. He is not married 
yet, but on Monday next he leads to the altar the 
accomplished widow Dacres, relict of our late 
sheriff." 

"I see. Sir," said I, "and observe that he is 
happily free from the national goitre (let me call 
it), which distinguishes most of your country- 



men. 
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" Look a little more narrowly/' said my con- 
ductor. ^«**^ 

I put on my spectacles ; and obserTing the man 
a little more diligently, above his forehead I could 
mark a thousand little twinkling shadows dancing 
the hornpipe, little horalets, and rudiments of 
horn, of a soft and pappy consistence (for I 
handled some of them), but which, like coral out 
of water, my guide informed me would infallibly 
stiffen and grow rigid within a week or two from 
the expiration of his bachelorhood. 

Then I saw some horns strangely growing out 
behind, and my interpreter explained these to be 
married men whose wives had conducted them- 
selves with infinite propriety since the period of 
their marriage, but W€^e thought to have antedated 
their good men's titles, by certain liberties they 
had indulged themselves in, prior to the ceremoby. 
This kind of gentry wore their, horns backwards^ 
as has been said» in the fashion of the old pig- 
tails;, and as there was nothing obtrusive or 
ostentatious in them, nobody took / any notice 
of it. 

Some had pretty little budding antlers, like the 
first essays of a young fawn. These, he told me, 
had wives, whose affairs were in a hopeful way^ 
but not quite brought to a conclusion. 

Others had nothing to show, only by certain 
red angry marks and swellings in their foreheads, 
which itched the more they kept rubbmg and 
chafing them ; it was to be hoped that something 
was brewing. 

I took notice that every one jeered at the rest, 
only none took notice of the sea-captains ; yet 
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A matted these were as well provided with their tokens as 
^ **** the best among them. This kind of people, 
it seems, taking their wives upon so contingent 
tenures, their lot was considered as nothing but 
natural, — so they wore their marks without im- 
peachment, as they might carry their cockades, 
and nobody respected them a whit the less for it. 

I observed, that the more sprouts grew out of a 
man's head, the less weight they seemed to carry 
with them ; whereas, a single token would now 
and then appear to give the wearer some uneasi- 
ness. This shows that use is a great thing. 

Some had their adornings gilt, which needs no 
explanation ; while Others, like musicians, went 
sounding theirs before them — a sort of music 
which I thought might very well have been 
spared. 

It was pleasant to see some of the dtizens 
encounter between themselves ; how they smiled 
m their sleeves at the shock they received from 
their neighbour, and none seemed conscious of 
the. shook which their neighbour experienced in 
return. 

Some had great corneous stumps, seemingly 
torn off and bleeding. These, the interpreter 
warned me, were husbands who had retaliated 
upon their wives, and the badge was in equity 
divided between them. 

While I stood discerning of these things, a 
slight tweak on my cheek unawares, which brought 
tears into my eyes, introduced to me my friend 
Placid, between whose lady and a certain male 
cousin, some idle flirtations I remember to have 
heard talked of; but that was all. He saw he 
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had somehow hurt me^ and asked my pardcm with Of butts 
that round unconscious face of his, and looked so 
tristful and contrite for his no*ofFence, that I was 
ashamed for the man's penitence. Yet I protest 
it was but a scratch. It was the least little hornet 
of a horn that could be framed. *^ Shame on the 
man," I secretly exclaimed, **who could thrust 
so much as the value of a hair into a brow so 
uiKuspecting and inoffensive. What then must 
they have to answer for, who p^ant great, mon** 
smnis, timber-4ike, projecting antlers upon the 
heads of those whom they call their friends, 
when a puncture of this atomical tenuity made 
my eyes to water at this rate. All the pincers at 
Surgeons^ Hall cannot pull out for Placid that 
little hair.'' 

: I was* curious to know what became of these 
finbntal excrescences whao' the husbands died ; and 
my guide informed me that the chemists in their 
couiitry made a considerable profit by them, ex- 
tracting from them certain subtile essences :--*-aiid 
then I remembered, that nothing was so efiicacious. 
in my own for restoring swooning matrons, and 
wives trqubled with the vapours, as a strong sniff 
or two at the composition, appropriately called 
hartshorn — far beyond sal volatile. 

Then also I began to understand, why a man, 
who is the jest of the company, is said to be the 
butt — as much as to say, such a one butteth with 
the horn. 

I inquired if by no operation these wens were 
ever extracted; and was told that there was in*« 
deed an order of dentists, whom they call canonists 
in their language, who undertook to restore the 
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The forehead to its pristine 8aK>othne8s ; but that ordi* 
^^^^^narily it was not done without much cost and 
® ^^ trouble ; and when they succeeded in plucking 
out the offending part it left a painful void^ which 
could not be filled up; and that many patients 
who had submitted to the excision, were eager to 
marry again, to supply with a good second antler 
the baldness and deformed gap left by the extrac- 
tion of the former, as. men losing their natural 
hair substitute feat it a less becoming periwig. 

. Some horns I observed beautifiilly taper, smooth, 
and (as it were) flowering. These I understand 
were the portions brought by handsome women 
to their spouses ; and I pitied the rough, homely, 
unsightly deformities on the brows of others, who 
had been deceived by plain and ordinary partnersi 
Yet the latter I observed to be by far the- niost 
common^^-the solution of which I leave to the 
natural philosopher. 

One tribute of married moi I particularly 
admired at^ > who^ instead of horns, wore, en-* 
grafted on their forehead, a sort of horn-book. 
" This," quoth my guide, " is the greatest mystery 
in our country, and well worth ah explanation. 
You must know that all infidelity is not of the 
senses. We have as well intellectual, as material, 
wittols. These, whom you see decorated with 
the Order of the Book — are triflers, who en- 
courage about their wives' presence the society of 
your men of genius (their good friends, as they 
call them) — literary disputants, who ten to one 
out-talk the poor husband, and commit upon the 
understanding of the woman a violence and 
estrangement in the end, little less painful, than 
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the coarser sort of alienation. Whip me these A protest 
knaves— [my conductor here expressed himself -^j^ 
with a becoming warmth] — whip me them, I say, ^^ ®^ 
who with no excuse from the passions, in cold 
blood seduce the minds, rather than the persons, 
of their friends' wives; who, for the tickling 
pleasure of hearing themselves prate, dehonestate 
the intellects of married women, dishonouring the 
husband in what should be his most sensible part. 
If I must be— ^-^[here he used a plain word] let 
it be by some honest sinner like myself, and not 
by one of* these gad-flies, these debauchers of 
the understanding, these flattery-buzzers.'' He 
was going on in this manner, and I was getting 
insensibly pleased with my friend's manner (I had 
been a little shy of him at first), when the dream 
suddenly left me, vanishing — as Virgil speaks — 
through the gate of Horn. 

EuA. 
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IN A LETTER TO A FRIEND OF THAT PERSUASION 

NEWLY MARRIED 

"P^EAR M— , Though none of your ac- 
^^ quaintance can with greater sincerity con- 
gratulate you upon this happy conjuncture than 
myself, one of the oldest of them, it was with 
pain I found you, after the ceremony, depositing 
in the vestry-room what is called a Protest. I 
thought you superior to this little sophistry. 
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OccaC* What, after stkbrnittihg to the service ■ of the 
sional Church 6f England— after consenting to receive 
£^|.Q^^ a boon ftom her, in the person of your amiable 
consort — -was it consistent with sense, or common 
good manners, to turn round upon her, and flady 
taunt her with false worship ? This language t is a 
little of the strongest in your books and frc»n 
your pulpits, though there it may well enough be 
excused from religious zeal and the native warmth 
of nonconformity. But at the altar — the Church 
of England altar-r— adopting her forms and cmn- 
plying with her requisitions to the letter — to be 
consistent, together with the practice, I fear, you 
must drop the language of dissent. You are no 
longer sturdy Non Cons ; you are there Occa- 
sional Conformists. You submit to accept the 
privileges communicated by a form of words, 
exceptionable, and perhaps justly, in your view ; 
buty so submitting, you have no right to quarrel 
with the ritual which you have just condescended 
to owe an obligation to. They do not force you 
into their churches. You come voluntarily, 
knowing the termd. You marry in the name of 
the Trinity. There is no evading this by pre- 
tending that you take the formula with your own 
interpretation, (and so long as you can do this, 
where is the necessity of Protesting ?) : for the 
meaning of a vow is to be settled by the sense Of 
the imposer, not by any forced construction of the 
taker : else might all vows, and oaths too, be 
eluded with impunity. You marry then essentially 
as Trinitarians ; and the altar no sooner satisfied 
than, hey presto, with the celerity of a juggler, 
you shift habits, and proceed pure Unitarians again 
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in the vestry. You cheat the Church out of a The 
wife, and go home smiling in your sleeves that you P^^**** * 
have so cunningly despoiled the Egyptians. In « ^^^^ 
plain English, the Church has married you in the 
name of so and so, assuming that you toojc the 
words in her sense, but you outwitted her; you 
assented to them in your sense only, and took 
Sfom her what, upon a right understanding, she 
would have declined giving you. 

This is the fair construction to be put upon all 
Unitarian marriages as at present contracted; and 
•o long as you Unitarians could salve your con- 
sciences with the equivoque, I do not see why 
the Established Church should have troubled 
herself at all about the matter. But the Pro- 
testers necessarily see further. They have some 
glimmerings of the deception ; they apprehend a 
flaw somewhere ; they would fain be honest, and 
yet they must marry notwithstanding ; for honesty's 
sake, they are fain to dehonestate themselves a 
little. Let me try the very words of your own 
Protest, to see what confessions we can pick out 
of them. 

••As Unitarians therefore we (you and your 
newly espoused bride) most solemnly protest 
against the ^rvice (which yourselves have just 
demanded) because we are thereby called upon, 
not only tacitly to acquiesce, but to profess a 
belief in a doctrine which is a dogma, as we 
believe, totally unfounded.^ But do you profess 
that belief during the ceremony ; or are you only 
called upon for the profession but do not make it ? 
If the latter, then you fall in with the rest of your 
more consistent brethren, who waive the Protest ; 



112 ESSAYS AND SKETCHES 

Pro- if the former, then, I fear, your Protest cannot 
testanis g^vg you. 

~pj^ Hard and grievous it is, " that in any case an 
testers institution so broad and general as the union of man 
and wife should be so cramped and straitened by 
the hands of an imposing hierarchy, that to pHght 
troth to a lovely woman a man must be necessitated 
to compromise his truth and faith to Heaven; but 
so it must be, so long as you chuse to marry by 
the forms of the Church over which that hierarchy 
presides. 

Therefore, say you, we Protest. O poor and 
much-fallen word Protest! It was not so that 
the first heroic reformers protested. They de- 
parted out of Babylon once for good and all ; 
they came not back for an occasional contact with 
her altars ; a dallying, and then a protesting 
against dalliance ; they stobd tiot shufRing in the 
porch, with a Popish foot within, and its lame 
Lutheran fellow without, halting betwixt. These 
were the true Protestants. You are — Protesters. 
Besides the inconsistency of this proceeding, I 
must think it a piece of impertinence — unseason- 
able at least, and out of place, to obtrude these 
papers upon the officiating clergyman — to offer to 
a public functionary an instrument which by the 
tenor of his function he is not obliged to accept, 
but, rather, he is called upon to reject. Is it 
done in his clerical capacity ? he has no power of 
redressing the grievance. It is to take the benefit 
of his ministry and then insult him. If in his 
capacity of fellow Christian only, what afe your 
scruples to him, so long as you yourselves are able 
to get over them, and do get over them by the very 
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fact of coming to require his services ? The thing Equi- 
you call a Protest might with just as good a reason ▼ocatrng 
be presented to the churchwarden for the time 
beingy to the parish clerk, or the pew opener. 

The Parliament alone can redress your grievance, 
if any. Yet I see not how with any grace your 
people can petition for relief, so long as, by the 
very fact of your coming to Church to be married, 
they do bona fide and strictly relieve themselves. 
The Upper House, in particular, is not unused 
to these same things called Protests, among them- 
selves. But how would this honourable body 
stare to find a noble Lord conceding a measure, 
and in the next breath, by a solemn Protest dis- 
owning it. A Protest there is a reason given for 
non-compliance, not a subterfuge for an equivocal 
occasional compliance. It was reasonable in the 
primitive Christians to avert from their persons, 
by whatever lawful means, the compulsory eating 
of meats which had been offered unto idols. I 
dare say the Roman Prefects and Exarchats had 
plenty of petitioning in their days. But what 
would a Festus, or Agrippa, have replied to a 
petition to that effect, presented to him by some 
evasive Laodicean, with the very meat between 
his teeth, which he had been chewing voluntarily 
rather than abide the penalty ? Relief for tender 
consciences means nothing, where the conscience 
has previously relieved itself ; that is, has complied 
with the injunctions which it seeks preposterously 
to be rid of. Relief for conscience there is 
properly none, but what by better information 
makes an act appear innocent and lawful, with 
which the previous conscience was not satisfied to 
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Quakers comply. All else is but relief from penalties, 
more con- fj-Qm scandal incurred by a complying practice, 
*^ ^ where the conscience itself is not fully satisfied. 
But, say you, we have hard measure ; the 
Quakers are indulged with the liberty denied to 
us. They have ; and dearly have they earned it. 
You have come in (as a sect at least) in the cool 
of the evening ; at the eleventh hour. Thp 
Quaker character was hardened in the fires of 
persecution in the seventeenth century ; not quite 
to the stake and faggot, but little short of that, 
they grew up and thrived against noisome prisons, 
cruel beatings, whippings, stockings. They have 
since endured a century or two of scoffs, con- 
tempts ; they have been a bye-word, and a 
nay-word ; they have stood unmoved : and the 
consequence of long conscientious resistance on 
one part is invariably, in the end, remission on the 
other. The legislature, that denied you the toler- 
ance, which I do not know that at that time you 
even asked, gave them the liberty which, without 
granting, they would have assumed. No penalties 
could have driven them into the Churches. This 
is the consequence of entire measures. Had the 
early Quakers consented to take oaths, leaving a 
Protest with the clerk of the court against them 
in the same breath with which they had taken 
them, do you in your conscience think that they 
would have been indulged at this day in their 
exclusive privilege of Affirming? Let your 
people go on for a century or so, marrying in 
your ovim fashion, and I will warrant them before 
the end of it the legislature will be willing to con- 
cede to them more than they at present demand. 
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Either the institution of marriage depends not Declining 
for its validity upon hypocritical compliances with "*® briars 
the ritual of an alien Church ; and then I do not 
see why you cannot marry among yourselves, as 
the Quakers, without their indulgence, would have 
been doing to this day ; or it does depend upon 
such ritual compliance, and then in your Protests 
you offend against a divine ordinance. I have 
read in the Essex Street Liturgy a form for the 
celebration of marriage. Why is this become a 
dead letter ? O ! it has never been legalised ; 
that is to say, in the law's eye it is no marriage. 
But do you take upon you to say, in the view of 
the gospel it would be none I Would your own 
people at least look upon a couple so' paired, to be 
none ? But the case of dowries, alimonies, in- 
heritances, &c., which depend for their validity 
upon the ceremonial of the Church by law es- 
tablished — are these nothing ? That our children 
are not legally ///« Nuliius — is this nothmg ? I 
answer, nothing; to the preservation of a good 
conscience, nothing ; to a consistent Christianity, 
less than nothing. Sad worldly thorns they are 
indeed, and stumbling blocks, well worthy to be 
set out of the way by a legislature calling itself 
Christian ; but not likely to be removed in a 
hurry by any shrewd legislators, who perceive 
that the petitioning complainants have not so much 
as bruised a shin in the resistance ; but, prudently 
declining the briars and the prickles, nestle quietly 
down in the smooth two-sided velvet of a Pro- 
testing Occasional Conformity. — I am, dear sir, 
With much respect, yours, &c., 

EuA. 
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REFLECTIONS IN THE PILLORY 

Of beingf [About the year i8 — , one R d, a respectable London 

placed in merchant (since dead), stood in the pillory for some alleged 
position fraud upon the Revenue. Among his papers were found 
the following ** Reflections," which we have obtained by 
favour of our friend Elia, who knew him well, and had 
heard him describe the train of his feelings upon that try- 
ing occasion almost in the words of the MS. Elia speaks 
of him as a man (with the exception of the peccadillo 
aforesaid) of singular integrity in all his private dealings, 
possessing great suavity of manner, with a certain turn for 
humour. As our object is to present human nature under 
every possible circumstance, we do not think that we shall 
sully our pages by inserting it. — Editor,'] 

Scene-Opposite the Royal Exchange, 
Time — Twelve to One, Noon, 

l/'ETCH, my good fellow, f you have a neat 
•^^ hand. Prithee, adjust this new coUar to my 
neck gingerly. I am not used to these wooden 
cravats. There, softly, softly. That seems the 
exact point between ornament and strangulation. 
A thought looser on this side. Now it will do. 
And have a care in turning me, that I present 
my aspect due vertically. I now face the orient. 
In a quarter of an hour I shift southward — do 
you mind ? — and so on till I face the east again, 
travelling with the sun. No half points, I be* 
seech you ; — N.N. by W. or any such elaborate 
niceties. They become the shipman's card, but 
not this mystery. Now leave me a little to my 
own reflections. 

Bless us, what a company is assembled in honour 
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of me I How grand I stand here I I never be- Missiles 
fore felt so sensibly the effect of solitude in a 
crowd. I muse in solemn silence upon that vast 
miscellaneous rabble in the pit there* From my 
private box I contemplate with mingled pity and 
wonder the gaping curiosity of those underlings. 
There are my Whitechapel supporters. Rosemary 
Lane has emptied herself of the very flower of 
her citizens to grace my show. Duke's place sits 
desolate. What is there in my face, that strangers 
should come so far from the east to gaze upon it ? 
[Here an egg narrowly misses him,^ That offering 
was well meant, but not so cleanly executed. By 
the tricklings, it should not be either myrrh or 
frankincence. Spare your presents, my friends ; 
I am no-ways mercenary. I desire no missive 
tokens of your approbation. I am past those 
valentines. Bestow these cofEns of untimely 
chickens upon mouths that water for them. 
Comfort your addle spouses with them at home, 
and stop the mouths of your brawling brats with 
such 011a Podridas ; they have need of them. 
[•/ brick is let fly. ^ Disease not, I pray you, 
nor dismantle your rent and ragged tenements, to 
furnish me with architectural decorations, which 
I can excuse. This fragment might have stopped 
a flaw against snow comes. [«/ coal flies, ^ Cin- 
ders are dear, gentlemen. This nubbling might 
have helped the pot boil, when your dirty cuttings 
from the shambles at three ha'-pence a pound 
shall stand at a cold simmer. Now, south about. 
Ketch. I, would enjoy Australian popularity. 

What, my friends from over the water ! Old 
benchers — flies of a day — ephemeral Romans — 
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South weJcome ! Doth the sight of me draw souls from 
and West limbo ? can it dispeople purgatory — ha ! 

What am I, or what was my father's house, 
that I should thus be set up a spectacle to gentle- 
men and others ? Why are aU faces, like Persians 
at the sunrise, bent singly on mine alone ? It was 
wont to be esteemed an ordinary visnomy, a quo- 
tidian merely. Doubtless, these assembled myriads 
discern some traits of nobleness, gentility, breeding, 
which hitherto have escaped the common observa- 
tion — some intimations, as it were, of wisdom, 
valour, piety, and so forth. My sight dazzles ; 
and, if I am not deceived by the too familiar 
pressure of this strange neckcloth that envelopes 
it, my countenance gives out lambent glories. For 
some painter now to take me in the lucky point 
of expression ! — the posture so convenient — the 
head never shifting, but standing quiescent in a 
sort of natural frame. But these artizans require 
a westerly aspect. Ketch, turn me. 

Something of St James's air in these my new 
friends. How my prospects shift, and brighten ! 
Now if Sir Thomas Lawrence be anywhere in 
that group, his fortune is made for ever. I think 
I see some one taking out a crayon. I will 
compose my whole face to a smile, which yet 
shall not so predominate, but that gravity and 
gaiety shall contend as it were — you understand 
me ? I will work up my thoughts to some mild 
rapture — a gentle enthusiasmus — which the artist 
may transfer in a manner warm to the canvass. 
I will inwardly apostrophize my tabernacle. 

Delectable mansion, hail ! House, not made 
of every wood ! Lodging, that pays no rent ; 
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airy and commodious ; which, owing no window Yotmger 
tax, art yet all casement, out of which men have ^'^^S**' 
such pleasure in peering and overlooking, that they «.|mQ«a 
will sometimes stand an hour together to enjoy 
thy prospects ! Cell, recluse from the vulgar ! 
Quiet retirement from the great Babel, yet afford- 
ing sufficient glimpses into it ! Pulpit, that instructs 
without note or sermon-book, into which the 
preacher is inducted without tenth or first fruit ! 
Throne, unshared or single, that disdainest a 
Brentford competitor ! Honour without co-rival I 
Or hearest thou rather, magnificent theatre in 
which the spectator comes to see and to be seen ? 
From thy giddy heights I look down upon the 
common herd, who stand with eyes upturned as 
if a winged messenger hovered over them ; and 
mouths open, as if they expected manna. I feel, 
I feel the true Episcopal yearnings. Behold in 
me, my flock, your true overseer I What though 
I cannot lay hands, because my own are laid, yet 
I can mutter benedictions. True otium cum digni^ 
tate ! Proud Pisgah eminence ! Pinnacle sublime ! 
O Pillory, 'tis thee I sing! Thou younger brother 
to the gallows, without his rough and Esau palms ; 
that with ineffable contempt surveyest beneath thee 
the grovelling stocks, which claims presumptuously 
to be of thy great race. Let that low wood know, 
that thou art far higher born ! Let that domicile 
for groundling rogues and base earth-kissing varlets 
envy thy preferment, not seldom fated to be the 
wanton baiting-house, the temporary retreat of 
poet and of patriot. Shades of Bastwick and of 
Prynne hover over thee — Defoe is there, and more 
greatly daring Shebbeare — from their (little more 
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The hour elevated) stations they look down with recogni- 
*• P**t tions. Ketch, turn me. 

I now veer to the north. Open your widest 
gatesy thou proud Exchange of London, that I 
may look in as proudly! Gresham's wonder, 
hail! I stand upon a level with all your kings^ 
They, and I, from equal heights, with equal super- 
ciliousness, o'er-look the plodding money-hunting 
tribe below ; who, busied in their sordid specula- 
tions, scarce elevate their eyes to notice your 
ancient, or my recent, grandeur. The second 
Charles smiles on me from three pedestals ! ^ He 
closed the Exchequer ; I cheated the Excise. 
Equal our darings, equal be our lot. 

Are those the quarters i 'tis their fatal chime. 
That the ever-winged hours would but stand still! 
but I must descend, descend from this dream of 
greatness. Stay, stay, a little while, importunate 
hour hand. A moment or two, and I shall walk 
on foot with the undistinguished many. The 
clock speaks one. I return to common life. 
Ketch, let me out. 

^ A statne of Charles II. by the elder Cibber, adorns the 
front of the Exchange. He stands also on high, in the 
train of his crowned ancestors, in his proper order, tfUAin 
that building. But the merchants of London, in a super- 
fcetation of loyalty, have, within a few years, caused to be 
erected another effigy of him on the ground in the centre 
of the interior. We do not hear that a fourth is in 
contemplation. — Editor, 
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REMINISCENCES OF JUKE 
JUDKINS, ESQ., OF BIRMINGHAM 

T AM the only son of a considerable brazier in Enjoined 
'*' Birmingham, who dying in 1803, left me sue- ~T^P^ . 
cessor to the business, with no other encumbrance *^""&**^ 
than a sort of rent-charge, which I am enjoined 
to pay out it, of ninety-three pounds sterling jfer 
annum to his widow, my mother ; and which the 
improving state of the concern, I bless God, has 
hitherto enabled me to discharge with punctuality. 
(I say, I am enjoined to pay the said sum, but not 
strictly obligated; that is to say, as the will is 
worded, I believe the law would relieve me from 
the payment of it ; but the wishes of a dying 
parent should in some sort have the effect of law.) 
So that though the annual profits of my business, 
on an average of the last three or four years, would 
appear to an indifferent observer, who should in- 
spect my shop-books, to amount to the sum of one 
thousand three hundred and three pounds, odd 
shillings, the real proceeds in that time have fallen 
short of that sum to the amount of the aforesaid 
payment of ninety-three pounds sterling annually. 
I was always my father's favourite. He took a 
delight to the very last in recounting the little saga- 
cious tricks, and innocent artifices, of my childhood. 
One manifestation thereof I never heard him repeat 
without tears of joy trickling down his cheeks. It 
seems that when I quitted the parental roof (Aug. 
27, 1788), being then six years and not quite a 
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An infant month old, to proceed to the Free School at 
merchant Warwick, where my father was a sort of trustee, 
my mother — as mothers are usually provident on 
these occasions — had stuffed the pockets of the 
coach, which was to convey me and six more 
children of my own growth, that were going to 
be entered along with me at the same seminary, 
with a prodigious quantity of gingerbread, which 
I remember my father said was more than was 
needed ; and so indeed it was, for if I had been 
to eat it all myself, it would have got stale and 
mouldy before it had been half spent. The con- 
sideration whereof set me upon my contrivances 
how I might secure to myself as much of the 
gingerbread as would keep good for the next two 
or three days, and yet none of the rest in manner 
be wasted. I had a little pair of pocket-compasses 
which I Usually carried about me for the purpose 
of making draughts and measurements, at which I 
was always very ingenious, of the various engines 
and mechanical inventions, in which such a town 
as Birmingham abounded. By the means of these, 
and a small penknife, which my father had given 
me, I cut out the one half of the cake, calculating 
that the remainder would reasonably serve my 
turn, and subdividing it into many little slices, 
which were curious to see for the neatness and 
niceness of their proportion, I sold it out in so 
many pennyworths to my young companions, as 
served us all the way to Warwick, which is a 
distance of some twenty miles from this town ; 
and very merry, I assure you, we made ourselves 
with it, feasting all the way. By this honest 
stratagem I put double the prime cost of the 
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gingerbread into my purse, and secured as much Parents 
as I thought wouM keep good and moist for my "^^ 
next two or three days' eating. When I told this P**^° 
to my parents on their first visit to me at Warwick, 
my father (good man) patted me on the cheek, and 
stroked my head, and seemed as if he could never 
make enough of me ; but my mother unaccountably 
burst into tears, and said " it was a very niggardly 
action," or some such expression, and that "she 
would rather it would please God to take me," — 
meaning, God help me, that I should die — *• than 
that she should live to see me grow up a mean 
man** — which shows the difference of parent from 
parent, and how some mothers are more harsh and 
intolerant to their children than some fathers; when 
we might expect quite the contrary. My father, 
however, loaded me with presents from that time, 
which made me the envy of my schoolfellows. As 
I felt this growing disposition in them, I naturally 
sought to avert it by all the means in my power ; 
and from that time I used to eat my little pack- 
ages of fruit, and other nice things, in a corner so 
privately, that I was never found out. Once, I 
remember, I had a huge apple sent me, of that 
sort which they call cats^-heads. I concealed this 
all day under my pillow ; and at night, but not 
before I had ascertained that my bedfellow was 
sound asleep, — which I did by pinching him rather 
smartly two or three times, which he seemed to 
perceive no more than a dead person, though once 
or twice he made a motion as he would turn, which 
frightened me — I say, when I had made all sure, 
I fell to work upon my apple ; and though it was 
as big as an ordinary man's two fists, I made shift 
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The child to get through it before it was time to get up ; and 
™°®'' *® a more delicious feast I never made, — thinking all 
°**® night what a good parent I had (I mean my father) 
to send me so many nice things, when the poor lad 
that lay by me had no parent or friend in the world 
to send him any thing nice ; and thinking of his 
desolate condition, I munched and munched as 
silently as I could, that I might not set him alonging 
if he overheard me : and yet for all this con- 
siderateness, and attention to other people's feelings, 
I was never much a favourite with my schoolfellows, 
which I have often wondered at, seeing that I never 
defrauded any one of them of the value of a half- 
penny, or told stories of them to their master, as 
some little lying boys would do, but was ready to 
do any of them all the services in my power, that 
were consistent with my own well doing. I think 
nobody can be expected to go further than that. 
But I am detaining my reader too long in recording 
my juvenile days. It is time that I should go for« 
ward to a season when it became natural that I 
should have some thoughts of marrying, and, as 
they say, settling in the world. Nevertheless my 
reflections on what I may call the boyish period 
of my life may have their use to some readers. 
It is pleasant to trace the man in the boy ; Co 
observe shoots of generosity in those young years, 
and to watch the progress of liberal sentiments, 
and what I may call a genteel way of thinking, 
which is discernible in some children at a very 
early age, and usually lays the foimdation of all 
that is praiseworthy in the manly character after- 
wards. 

With the warmest inclinations towards that way 
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of life, and a serious conviction of its superior Contetn- 
adyantages over a single one, it has been the strange plating 
infelicity of my lot, never to have entered into the ^^l!!" 
respectable estate of matrimony. Yet I was once 
very near it. I courted a young woman in my 
twenty*seventh year — for so early I began to feel 
symptoms of the tender passion ! She was well 
to do in the world, as they call it ; but yet not 
such a fortune as, all things considered, perhaps I 
might have pretended to. It was not my own 
choice altogether ; but my mother very strongly 
pressed me to it. She was always putting it to 
me, that " I had comings in sufficient, that I need 
not stand upon a portion." Though the young 
woman, to do her justice, had considerable ex- 
pectations, which yet did not quite come up to 
my mark, as I told you before. She had this 
saying always in her mouth, that " I had money 
enough, that it was time I enlarged my house- 
keeping, and to show a spirit befitting my circum- 
stances." In short, what with her importunities, 
and my own desires in part co-operating — for, as 
I said, I was not yet quite twenty-seven — a time 
when the youthful feelings may be pardoned, if 
they show a little impetuosity — I resolved, I say, 
upon all these considerations, to set about the 
business of couVting in right earnest. I was a 
young man then ; and having a spice of romance 
in my character (as the reader doubtless has ob- 
served long ago), such as that sex is apt to be 
takenftwith, I had reason in no long time to think 
my addresses were any thing but disagreeable. 

Certainly the happiest part of a young man's 
life is the time when he is going a courting. AH 
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" Plan- the generous impulses are then awake, and he feels 
**"?f^**^ a double existence in participating his hopes and 
settle- ^^^^® w^^^ another being. Return yet again for 
meat " a brief moment, ye visionary views — transient en- 
chantments ! ye moonlight rambles with Cleora in 
the Silent Walk at Vauxhall, (N.B. About a mile 
from Birmingham, and resembling the gardens of 
that name near London, only that the price of 
admission is lower) — when the nightingale has sus- 
pended her notes in June to listen to our loving 
discourses^ while the moon was overhead (for we 
generally used to to take our tea at Cleora's mother's 
before we set out, not so much to save expenses, 
as to avoid the publicity of a repast in the gardens, 
coming in. much about the time of half-price, as 
they call it) — ye soft intercommunions of soul, 
when exchanging mutual vows we prattled of 
coming felicities! The loving disputes we had 
under those trees, when this house (planning our 
future settlement) was rejected, because though 
cheap it was dull ; and the other house was given 
up, because though agreeably situated it was too 
high-rented — one was too much in the heart of 
the town, another was too far from business. These 
minutiss will seem impertinent to the aged and the 
prudent, I write them only to the young. Young 
lover/i, and passionate as being young (such were 
Cleora and I then), alone can understand me. After 
some weeks wasted, as I may now call it, in this 
sort of amorous colloquy, we at length fished upon 
the house in the High Street, No. 203, just v^^ted 
by the death of Mr Hutton of this town, for our 
future residence, I had till that time lived in 
lodgings (only renting a shop for business) to be 
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near to my mother ; near I say, not in the same The 
house with her, for that would have been to intro- ^^V^^ 
duce confusion into our housekeepings, which it 
was desirable to keep separate. O, the loving 
wrangles, the endearing differences, I had with 
Cleora, before we could quite make up our minds 
to the housie that was to receive us — I pretending 
for argument sake that the rent was too high, and 
she insisting that the taxes were moderate in pro- 
portion ; and love at last reconciling us in the same 
choice. I think at that time, moderately speaking, 
she might have had any thing out of me for asking. 
I do not, nor shall ever regret, that my character 
at that time was marked with a tinge of prodigality. 
Age comes fast enough upon us, and in its good 
time will prune away all that is inconvenient in 
these excesses. Perhaps it is right that it should 
do so. Matters, as I said, were ripening to a 
conclusion between us, only the house was yet not 
absolutely taken — some necessary arrangements, 
which the ardour of my youthful impetuosity could 
hardly brook at that time (love and youth will be 
precipitate) — some preliminary arrangements, I say, 
with the landlord respecting fixtures — very neces- 
sary things to be considered in a young man about 
to settle in the world, though not very accordant 
with the impatient state of my then passions — some 
obstacles about the valuation of the fixtures, had 
hitherto precluded (and I shall always think provi- 
dentially) my final closes with his o^Ter, when one 
of those accidents, which, unimportant in them- 
selves, often arise to give a turn to the most serious 
intentions of our life, intervened, and put an end 
at once to my projects of wifing and of house- 
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Owing' to keeping. I was never much given to theatrical 
oranges entertainments ; that is, at no time of my life was 
I ever what they call a regular play-goer ; but on 
some occasion of a benefit-night, which was ex- 
pected to be very productive, and indeed turned 
out so, Cleora expressing a desire to be present, I 
could do no less than offer, as I did very willingly, 
to 'squire her and her mother to the pit. At that 
time it was not customary in our town for trades- 
folk, except some of the very topping ones, to sit 
as they now do in the boxes. At the time ap- 
pointed I waited upon the ladies, who had brought 
with them a young man, a distant relation, whom 
it seems they had invited to be of the party. 
This a little disconcerted me, as I had about me 
barely silver enough to pay for our three selves at 
the door, and did not at first know that their 
relation had proposed paying for himself. How- 
ever, to do the young man justice, he not only 
paid for himself, but for the old lady besides, 
leaving me only to pay for two, as it were. In 
our passage to the theatre, the notice of Cleora 
was attracted to some orange wenches that stood 
about the doors vending their commodities. She 
was leaning on my arm, and I could feel her every 
now and then giving me a nudge, as it is called, 
which I afterwards discovered were hints that I 
should buy some oranges. It seems it is a custom 
at Birmingham, and perhaps in other places, when 
a gentleman treats ladies to the play, — especially 
when a full night is expected, and that the house 
will be inconveniently warm, to provide them with 
this kind of fruit, oranges being esteemed for their 
cooling property. But how could I guess at that. 
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never having treated ladies to a play before, and The 
beingy as I said, quite a novice at these kind of peoidtjof 
CDtertaininents ? At last she spoke plain out, and "•ffB*"*? 
begged that I would buy some of ^< those oranges," 
pointing to a particular barrow. But when I 
came to examine the fruit, I did not think the 
quality of it was answerable to the price. In this 
way I handled several baskets of them, but some* 
thing in them all displeased me. Some had thin 
rinds, and some were plainly over ripe, which is 
as great a fault as not being ripe enough, and I 
could not (what they caU) make a bargain; 
While. I stood haggling with the women, secretly 
determining to put off my purchase till I should 
get within the theatre, where I expected we should 
have better choice^ the young man, the cousin, 
who it seems had left us without my missing him, 
came running to us with his pockets stuffed out 
with oranges, inside and out, as they say. It 
seems, not liking the look of the barrow-fruit, 
any more than myself, he had slipped away to an 
eminent fruiterer's about three doors distant, which 
I never had the sense to think of, and had laid 
out a matter of two shillings in some of the best 
St Michael's, I think, I ever tasted. What a 
little hinge, as I said before, the most important 
affairs in life may turn upon ! The mere inadver- 
tence to the fact that there was an eminent 
fruiterer's within three doors of us, though we had 
just passed it without the thought once occurring 
to me, which he had taken advantage of, lost me 
the affections of my Cleora. From that time she 
visibly cooled towards me, and her partiality was 
as visibly transferred to this cousin. I was long 



K 



ISO ESSAYS AND SKETCHES 

^'^^^omen unable to account for this change in her behaviour, 
know when one day accidentally ctiscournng of oranges 
''®"**^ to my|mother alone, she let drop a sort of reproach 
to me, as if I had offended Cleora by my nearness^ 
as she called it, that eveniiig. Even now, when 
Cleora has been wedded some years to that same 
officious relation, as I may cjdl him, I can hardly 
be persuaded that such a trifle could have been the 
motive to her inconstancy ; for could she suppose 
that I would sacrifice my dearest hopes in her to 
the paltry sum of two shillings, when I was going 
to treat her to the play, and her mother too (^i 
expense of more than four times that amount), if 
the young man had not interfered to pay for the 
ktter, as I mentioned ? But the caprices of the 
sex^are past finding out ; and I begin to think my 
mother was in the right ; for doubtless women 
know women better thiin we can pretend to know 
them. 

EUA. 
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THOUGHTS ON PRESENTS 
OF GAME, &c. 

*' We love to have our friend in the country sitting thus 
at our table by proxy ; to apprehend his presence (though a 
hundred miles may be between us) by a, turkey, whose 
goodly aspect reflects to us his * plump corpusculum ; ' to 
taste him in grouse or woodcock ; to feel him gliding down 
in the toart peculiar to the latter ; to concorporate him in 
a slice of Canterbury brawn. This is indeed to have him 
within ourselves ; to know him intimately ; such participa> 
tron is methinks unitivey as the old theologians phrase it." 

Last Essays of Elia, 

T^ LI A presents his acknowledgments to his Pheas- 
^-^ " Correspondent Unknown," for a basket ants are 
of prodigiously fine game. He takes for granted Jf^y . „ 
that so amiable a character must be a reader of _)^||^ 
the Athen^tum* Else he had meditated a notice hares 1 
in The Times. Now if this friend had consulted 
the Delphic oracle for a present suited to the 
palate di Elia, he could not haVe hit upon a 
morsel jaOi acceptable. The birds he is barely 
thankiiai for ; pheasants are poor fowls disguised 
in fine feathers. '. But a hare roasted hard and 
brown — with gravy and melted butter !— old Mr 
Chambers, the sensible clergyman in Warwick- 
shire, whose son's acquaintance has made many 
hours happy in the life of Elia, used to allow a 
pound of Epping to every hare. Perhaps that 
was over-doing it. But, in spite of the note of 
Philomel, who, like some fine poets, that think 
no scorn to adopt plagiarisms irom an humble 
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The brother, reiterates every Spring her cuckoo cry of 
noble " Jug, Jug, Jug," Elia pronounces that a hare, to 
*°"'**^ be tmly palated, must be roastedt Jugging sophis- 
ticates her. In our way it eats so "crips," as 
Mrs Minikin says. Time was, when Elia was 
not arrived at his taste, that he preferred to all 
luxuries a roasted Pig. But he disclaims all such 
green-sickness appetites in future, though he hath 
to acknowledge the receipt of many a delicacy in 
that kind from correspondents — good, but mis- 
taken men — in consequence of their erroneous 
supposition, that he had carried up into mature 
life the prepossessions of childhood. From the 
worthy Vicar of Enfield he acknowledges a tithe 
contribution of extraordinary sapor. The ancients 
must have loved hares. Else why adopt the 
word lepores (obviously from lepus) but for some 
isubtle analogy between the delicate flavour of the 
latter, and the finer relishes of wit in what we 
most poorly translate pleasantries, . The fine mad- 
nesses of U>e poet are the very decoction of his 
diet. Thence he is hare-brained. Harum-scarum 
is a libellous unfounded phrase of mbdern usage. 
'Tis true the hate is the most ciFcniBspect of 
mammals, sleeping with her eye open. Her ears^ 
ever erect, keep them in that wholesome* exercise^ 
which conduces them to form the very tit-bit of 
the admirers of this noble animal. Noble will I 
call her, in spite of her detractors, who from occa- 
sionsd^ demonstrations of the principle of self- 
pres^ration (common to all animals) infer in her 
a defect of heroispi. Half a hundred horsemen 
with thrice the number of dogs, scour the country 
in pursuit of puss across three counties \ and be- 
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cause the Ivell-flavoured beast, weighing the odds, Ella, the 
is willing to evade the hue and cry, with her fri«nd of 
delicate ears shrinking perchance from discord — ^'^ 
comes the grave Naturalist, Linnscus perchance 
or BufFon, and gravely sets down the Hare as 
a — ^timid animal. Why, Achilles or Bully 
Dawson, would have declined the preposterous 
combat. 

' In fkct, how light of digestion we feel after a 
hare! How tender it» processes after swallow* 
ing ! • What chyle it promotes ! How etherial ! 
as if its living cekfity were a type of its nimble 
coursing through -the anmial juices. The notice 
might be longer. It is intended less as a Natural 
History of the Hare, than a cursory thanks to 
the country "good Unknown/' The hare has 
many friends, but none sincerer than 

Elia. 
Nov. 30, 1833. 
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IN A LETTER TO R. H., ESQ., OF B- 



I 



CALLED upon you this morning, and found 
that you were gone to visit a dying friend. I 
had been upon a like errand'. Poor N. R. has 
liain dying now almost a week ; . such is the 
penalty we pay for having enjoyed through life a 
strong constitution. Whether he knew me br 
not, I know not, or whether he saw me through 
his poor glazed eyes ; but the group I saw about 
him, I shall not forget. Upon the bed, or about 
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''I have it, were assembled his Wife, their two Daughters, 
none to and poor deaf Robert, looking doubly stupified. 
call me There they were, and seemed to have been sitting 
now^ all the week. I could only reach out a hand to 
Mrs R. Speaking was impossible in that mute 
chamber. By this time it must all be over with 
him. In him I have a loss the world cannot 
make up. He was my friend, and my Other's 
friend^ for all the life that I can . remember. I 
seem to have made foolish friendships since. 
Those are the friendships which outlast a sedond 
generation. Old as I am getting, in his eyes I 
was still the child he knew me; To the last he 
tailed me Jemmy. I have none to call me 
Jemmy now. He was the \adt link that bound 
me to B You arc but of yesterday. In 

him I seem to have lost the old plainness of 
manners and singleness of heart. Lettered he 
was not ; his reading scarcely exceeded the 
Obituary of the old Gentleman's Magazine, to 
which he has never failed of having recourse for 
these last fifty years. Yet there w^s the pride of 
literature about him from that slender perusal ; 
and moreover from his office of archive-keeper to 
your ancient city, in which he must needs pick up 
some equivocal Latin ; which, among his less 
literary friends, assumed the air of a very pleasant 
pedantry. Can I forget the erudite look with 
which, havmg tried to puzzle out the text of 
a Black lettered Chaucer in your Corporation 
Liln'ary, to which he was a sort of Librarian, he 
gave it up with this consolatory reflection — 
" Jemmy,' said he, " I do. not know what you 
find in these very old books, but I observe, there 
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18 a deal of very indifFerent spelling in them." An old 
His jokes (for he had some) are ended ; but they song 
were old Perennials, staple, and always as good 
as new. He had one oong, that spake of '< the 
flat bottoms of our foes coming over in darkness," 
and alluded to a threatened Invasion, many years 
since blown over ; this he reserved to be sung on 
Christmas- Night, which we always passed with 
him, and he sung it with the' freshness of an 
impendiiig events How his eyes would sparkle 
when' he came to the passage : — ' 

We'll still make *em run, and we'll still make 'em sweat, 
In spite of the Devil and Brussels' Gazette ! 

What is the Brussels' Gazette now ? I cry, while 
I indite these trifles. His poor girls who are, I 
believe, compact of solid goodness, will have to 
receive their afflicted mother at an unsuccessful 

honie in a petty village in shire, where for 

years they have been struggling to raise a Girls' 
School with no effect. Poor deaf Robert (and 
the less hopeful for being so) is thrown upon, a 
deaf world, without the comfort to his father on 
his death-bed of knowing him provided for. They 
are left almost provisionless. Some life assurance 
there is j but, I fear, not exceeding — — . .Their 
hopes must be from your Corporation, which their 
father has served for fifty years. Who or what 
are your Leading Members now, I know not. 
Is there any, to whom without impertinence, you 
can represent the true circumstances of the family? 
You cannot say good enough of poor R., and his 
poor wife. Oblige me and the dead, if you 
can. 
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A POPULAR FALLACY 

THAT A DEFORMED PERSON IS A LORD 

Ori^ns A FTE.R a carefiil perusal of the most approred 
of titles XX ^Qfj^g that ^^^g^ q£ nobility, and.df its origin, 

in these realms in particular, we are left very 
much in the dark as to the original patent, in 
which this branch of it is recognised^ Neither 
Camden in his '^ Etymolpgie. and Original of 
Barons," nor Dugdale in his "Baronage of 
England," nor Selden (a more exact and labo- 
rious enquirer than either) in his " Titles of 
Honour,' afford a glimpse, of satisfaction upon 
the subject. There is an heraldic term, indeed, 
which seems to imply gentility, and the right to 
coat armour, (but nothing further) in persons thus 
qualified. But the sinister bend is more probably 
interpreted, by the best writers on this science, of 
some irregularity of birth, than of bodily con- 
formation. Nobility is either hereditary, or by 
creation, commonly called patent. Of the former 
kind the title in question cannot be, seeing that 
the notion of it is limited to a personal distinction, 
which does riot necessarily follow in the blood. 
Honours of this nature, as Mr Anstey very well 
observes, descend moreover in a right line. It 
must be by patent then, if any thing. But who 
can show it ? How comes it to be dormant ? 
Under what king's reign is it patented i Among 
the grounds of nobility, cited by the learned 
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Mr Ashmole^ after ^* Services in the Field or Histori- 
in the Coimcil Chamber/' he judiciously sets cal 
down " Honours conferred by the soTereign out •'*^'"'**» 
of mere beoevoknce, or as ^Touring one subject 
rather than another, for some likeness or cob* 
formity observed (or but supposed) in him to the 
royal nature ; " and instances the graces showered 
upon Charles Bnindon, who '< in his goodly per- 
son being thought not a Httle to ^vonr the port 
and' bearing of the: king's own majesty, was by 
that sovereign, Kidg Henry the Eighth, for some 
or one of these respects, highly promoted and 
preferred.'' Here, if amy where, we thought we 
had discovered a . clue to our researches. But 
after a painful investigation of the rolls and re* 
cords under the reign of Richard the Third, or 
Richard Crouchback, as he is more usually design* 
nated in the chronicles, from a traditionary stoop, 
or gibbosity in that part, — we do not find that 
that monarch conferred any such lordships, as are 
here pretended, upon any subject, or subjects^ on 
a simple plea of " conformity " in that respect to 
the ^* royal nature." The posture of atirairs in 
those tumultuous times, preceding the batde of 
Bosworth, possibly left him at no leisure to attend 
to such nketies. Further than his reign we have 
not extended our en<|uiriesf the kings. of England 
who preceded, or followed him, being generally 
described by historians to have been of straight 
and clean limbs, the '^natural derivative (says 
Daniel 1) of high blood, if not its primitive re- 
commendation to such ennoblement, as denoting 

^ History of England, Temporibm Edtvardi Trimi et 
sequentibus. 
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The title strength and martial prowess — the qualities set 
{nerely taoet by in that fighting age.'* Another motive, 
hDnorary ^hid^ inclines us to scruple the validity of this 
claim, is the remarkable fact, that none c^ the 
persons, in whom the right is supposed to be 
vested, do ever insist upon it themselves. There 
is no instance of any of them *^ suing his patent,'' 
as the law-books call it ; much less of his having 
actually, stepped up into his proper seat, as, so 
qualified, we might expect th^t some of' them 
would have had the spirit to do, in the House of 
Lords. On the contrary, it seems to be a di»- 
tincti(>n thrust upon thenv. '^ Their title of Lord, 
(says one of their own body, speaking of the 
common people) I never much vaJued; and now 
I entirely d^pite : and yet they will force it upon 
me as an honour which they have a right to be<*' 
stow, and which I have ncme to refuse."^ Upon 
a dispassionate review of the subject, we. are 
disposed to believe that there is no right to the 
peerage incident to mere bodily, configvration ; 
that the title in dispute is merely horiqraiy, and 
depending upon the breath of the common people; 
which in these reahns is so far from the power of 
conferring nobility, that the ablest constitution- 
alists have agreed in nothing more unanimously, 
than, in the maxim that the King is the ^ sole 
fountain of honour. 

^ flay on Deformity. 
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A CHARACTER OF THE LATE 

ELIA 



BY A FRIEND 



' I *HIS gentleman^ who for some months past The 
^ had been in a declining way, hath at length passing 
paid his final tribfate to nature. He just lived ®^*^"*°^ 
long enough (it was what he wished) to see his 
papers collected into a volume* The pages of 
the London Magazine will henceforth know him 
no more. 

Exactly at twelve last night his queer spirit 
departed; and the bells of Saint Bride s rang him 
out with the old year. The mournful vibrations 
*were caught in the dining room of his friends T. 
and H.; and the company, assembled there to 
welcome in another first of January, checked 
t^eir carousals m mid-mirth, and were silent. 

Janus wept. The gentle P r, in a whisper, 

signifyed his intention of devoting an elegy ; and 

Allan C , nobly fbrgetfid of his countryman's 

wrongs, vowed a Memoir to his manes full and 
friendly as a Tale of Lyddalcross. 

To say tnith, it is time be were gone. The 
humour of the. thing, if there was ever much in 
it, was pretty well exhausted ; and a two years' 
and half existence has been a tolerable duration for 
a phantom. 

I am now at liberty to confess, that much 
which I have heard objected to my late friend's 
writings was well-founded. Crude they are, I 
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His style grant you — a sort of unlicked, incondite things — 
villainously pranked in an affected array of antique 
modes and phrases. They had not been ifis, if 
they had been other than such ; and better it is, 
that a writer should be natural in a self-pleasing 
quaintness, than to affect a naturalness (so-called) 
that should be strange to him. Egotistical they 
have been pronounced by some who did not know, 
that what he tells us, as of himself, : was often 
true only (historically) of anothei*; aa in his 
Fourth Essay, (to save many instances) — where 
under the ^st person (his favourite^ figure) he 
shadows forth the forlorn estate of a country-boy 
placed at a London school, far from his friends 
and connections — ^in direct opposition to his own 
early history. — If it be egotism to imply and 
twine with his own identity, the griefs and affec- 
tions of another — making himself many, or re^* 
ducing many unto himself — then is the skilfiil 
novelist, who all. along brings in his hero, or 
heroine, speaking .6i themselves, the greatest 
egotist of all ; who yet has never, therefore, been 
accused of that narrowness. And how shall the 
intenser dramatist escape being faulty, who doubt- 
less, under cover of passion Uttered by another, 
oftentimes gives blameless vent to his most inward 
feelings, and expresses his own story modestly? 

My late friend was in many respedts a singular 
Character. Those who did not like him, hated 
him ; and some, who once liked him, afterwards 
became his bitterest haters. The truth is, he gave 
himself too little concern about what he uttered, 
and in whose presence. He observed neither 
time nor place, and would even out with what 
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came uppermost. With the severe religionist, he His irony 
would pass for a free-thinker; while the other 
faction set him down for a bigot, or persuaded 
themselves that he belied his sentiments. Few 
understood him ; and I am not certain that at all 
times he quite understood himself. He too much 
affected that dangerous figure — irony. He sowed 
doubtful speeches, and reaped plain, unequivocal 
hatred. — He would interrupt the gravest discus- 
sion with some light jest ; and yet, perhaps, not 
quite irrelevant in ears that could ufiderstand it. 
Your long and much talkerii hated him. Th^ 
informal habit of his mind, joined to an inveterate 
impediment of speech, forbade him to be an 
orator ; and he seemed determined that no one 
else should play that part when he was present! 
He was petit and ordinary in his person and 
appearance. I have seen him sometimes in what 
is called good company, but where he has been a 
stranger, sit silent, and be suspected for an odd 
fellow ; till some unlucky occasion provoking it, 
he would stutter out some senseless pun (not alto- 
gether senseless p^haps^ if rightly taken), which 
has stamped his character for the evening. It 
was. hit 6t miss with him ; but nine times out of 
ten, he contrived by this device to send away a 
whole company his enemies. His' conceptions 
rose kindlier than his utterance, and his happiest 
impromptus had the appearance of effort. He 
has been accused of trying to be witty, when in 
truth he was but struggling to give his poor 
thoughts articulation. He chose his companions 
for some individuality 6i character which they 
manifested. — Hence, not many persons of science, 
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Tot>acco and few professed literati^ were of his councils. 

a solvent They were, for the most part, persons of an 
of speech uncertain fortune ; and, as to such people com- 
monly nothing is more obnoxious than a gentleman 
of settled (though moderate) income, he passed 
with most of them for a great miser. To my 
knowledge this was a mistake. His intimadosy 
to confess a truth, were in the world's eye a 
ragged regiment. He found them floating on the 
surface of society ; and the colour, or something 
else, in the weed pleased him. The burrs stuck 
to him — but they were good and loving burrs for 
all that. He never greatly cared for the society 
of what are called good people. If any of these 
were scandalised (and offoices were sure to rise), 
he could not help iL When he had been re* 
monstrated with for not making more concessions 
to the feelings of good people, he would retort by 
asking. What one point did these good people 
ever concede to him ? He was temperate in his 
meals and diversions, but always kept a Httle on 
this side of abstemiousness* Only in the use of 
the Indian weed he might be ^ou^ht a littk 
excessive. He took it, he would say, as a sol- 
vent of speech. Mar^y — as the friendly vapour 
ascended, how his prattle would Curl up sometimes 
with-it! the ligaments, which tongue*tied^<him, 
were loosened, and the stammerer proceeded a 
statist ! 

I do not know whether I ought to bemoan or 
rejoice that my old friend is departed. His jests 
were beginning to grow obsolete, and his stories 
to be found out. He felt the approaches of age ; 
and, while he pretended to cling to life, you saw 
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how alender were the ties left to bind hnn. Dis- f * He was 
courting with him latterly on this subject,, he too much 
expressed himself .with a pettishness, which I ^ ~^ „ 
thought unworthy of him. In .our walks aibout ^ 
his suburban retreat (as he called it) at Shackle- 
well, some children belonging to a school of in- 
dustry had met us, and bowed and courtesied, as 
he thought, in an especial manner to. Mm, '' They 
take me for a visiting goveni6r," he muttered 
earnestly. He had a horror, which he carried to 
a foible^ of looking like any thing important and 
parochial. He thought that he approached nearer 
to that stamp daily. He had a general aversion 
from being treated like a grave or respectable 
ch^acter, and kept a wary eye upon the advances 
of age that should so entitle him. He herded 
always^ whHe it w^s possible, with people younger 
than himself. He did not conform to the march 
Off time, but was dragged along in the procession. 
His manners lagged behind hi$ years. He was 
too .much of the boy-man. The toga viriRs never 
sat gracefully on his shoulders. The impressions 
of in£incy had burnt into him, and he resented 
the impertinenoe of manhood. These were weak^ 
nesses r but such as they were, they are a key to 
explicate some, of his writings. > 

• Her left little property behind him. Qf coarse^ 
the little that i^ le& (chiefly ih India bonds) def- 
'volves upon his cousin Bridget. A &w critical 
dissertations were found in his escritoire^ which 
have; been handed over to the Editor of this 
Magazine, in which it is to be hoped they, will 
shortly appear, retaining his accustomed signature. 
He has himself not obscurely hmted that his 
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His em]^oyment lay in a public office. The gentkmeD 
**Work«" in the Export department of the East India 
^ ^® House will forgive me, if I acknowledge the 
House readiness with which they assistisd me in the 
retrieval of his few manuscripts. They pointed 
out in a most obliging manner, the desk, at which 
he had been planted for forty years ; showed me 
ponderous tomes of figures, in lus own remarkably 
neat hand, which, more properly than his few 
printed tracts, might be called his "Works," 
They seemed affectionate to his memory, and 
universally commended his expisrtness in book-* 
keeping. It seems he was the inventor of some 
ledger, which should combine the precision and 
certainty of the Italian double entry (I think they 
called it) with the brevity and facility of some 
newer German system — but I am not able to 
appreciate the worth of the discovery* I have 
often heard him express a warm regard for his 
associates in office, and how fortunate he considered 
himself in having his lot thrown in amongst them* 
There is more sense, more discourse^ more shrewd- 
ness, and even talent, among these clerks (he 
would say) than in twice the number of- authors 
by profession that I have conversed with. He 
would brighten up sometimes upon the " old days 
of the India Hobse," when, he consorted with 
Woodroffe, and Wissctt, and Peter Corbet (a 
descendant and worthy representative, bating the 
point of sanctity, of old facetious Bishop Corbet)^ 
and Hoole who translated Tasso, and Bartlemy 
Brown whose father (God assoil him therefore) 
modernized Walton — ^and sly warm-hearted old 
Jack Cole (King Cole they called him in those 
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dayft), and Campe, and Fombelle — and a world All that 
of choice spirits, more than I can remember to ^^ have 
name, who associated in those days with Jack ^' "^ 
Burrell (the ^on vivant of the South Sea House),, 
and little Eyton (said to be a facsimile of Pope — 
he was a miniature of a gentleman) that was 
cashier under him, and Din Voight of the 
Custom House that left the famous library^ 

Well, Elia is gone — ^for aught I know, to be 
re-united with them — and these poor traces of his 
pen are all we have to show for it. How little 
survives of the wordiest authors ! Of all they 
said or did in their lifetime, a few glittering words 
only ! His Essays fomui some favourers, as they 
appeared separately; they shufBed their way in 
the crowd well enough siagly ; how they will 
ready now they are brought together, is a question 
for the publishers^ who have thus ventured to 
draw out into one pieoe his '<weaved-up, follies." 

Pkii/-Elia. 



CHARLES LAMB'S AUTO- 
BIOGRAPHY 

/^HARLES LAMB, born in the Inner 
^ Temple, loth February, 1775 ; educated 
in Christ's Hospital ; afterwards a. clerk in the 
Accountants' OfHce, East India Hou^e; pen- 
sioned off from that service, 1825, after thirty- 
three years' service ; is now a gentleman at large, 
can remember few specialities in his life worth 
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Tile t$lt noting, except that he once caught a swallow 
of his flying (^fesfe sua manu). Below the middle stature ; 

achieve- ^j^gj; q£ £2ce slightly Jewish, with no Judaic tinge 
in his complexional religion ; stammers abomin- 
ably, and is therefore more apt to discharge his 
occasional conversattion in a quaint aphorism, or a 
poor quibble, than in set and edifying speeches ; 
has consequently been libelled as a person always 
aiming at wit, which, as he told a dull fellow 
that charged him with it, is at least as good as 
aiming at dulness : a small eater, but not drinker ; 
confesses a partiality for the production of the 
Juniper-Berry ; was a fierce smoker of tobacco, 
but may be resembled to a volcano burnt out, 
emitting only now and then a casual puff. Has 
been guilty of obtruding upon the Public a Tale, 
in prosie, called Rosamund Gray; a Dramatic 
sketch, named J6hn' Woodvil ; a Farewell Ode 
to Tobacco, with sundry other Poems, and light 
prose matter, collected in Two slight crown 
octavos, and pompously christened his Works, 
tho' in fact they were his Recreations ; and his 
true works may be found on the Shelves of 
Leadenhall Street, iilUng some hundred folios. 
He is also the true Elia, whose Essays are extant 
in a little volume, published a year or two since ; 
and rather better known from that name without 
a meaning, than from any thing he has done, or 
can hope to do, in his own. He also was the 
first to draw the Public attention to the old 
English Dramatists, in a work called << Specimens 
of English Dramatic Writers who lived about 
the Time of Shakspeare/^ published about fifteen 
years since. In short, all his merits and demerits 
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tp set forth would take to the end of Mr Upcott's Spenser 
book, and tlien not be told truly. 

He died 1 8 , much lamented.* 

Witness his hand, Charles Lamb. 

* To anybody. — Please to fill loth Apr. 1827. 

up these elates. 



ON THE AMBIGUITIES ARISING 
FROM PROPER NAMES 

\/f R REFLECTORr-How oddly it hap- 
^ ^ pens that the same sou^d shall suggest to 
the minds of two persons hearing it ideas the 
most opposite 1 I was conversing, a few years 
since with a young friend, upon the subject of 
poetry, and particularly that species of it which 
is known by , the name of the Epithalamiwm. 
I ventured to assert, that the most perfect speci- 
men of it. in our language was the <' Epithalamium " 
of Spenser upcw his own marriage. 

My young gentleman, who has a smattering of 
taste, And would not willingly be thought ignorant 
of any thing remotely connected with the ielks 
lettres^ expressed a degjree of surprise, mixed with 
mortification, that he should never have heard of 
this poem* Spenser being an author with whose 
writings he jthought himself peculiarly conversant. 

I offered to show him the poem in the fine 
folio copy of the poet's worksy which I Ivive at 
home. He seemed pleased with the offer, though 
the mention of the folio seemed again to puzzle 



148 ESSAYS AND SKETCHES 

and him. But, presently after, assuming a grave look, 
Spencer he compassionately muttered to himself, ** Poor 
Spencer." 

There was somethmg ia the tone with which 
he spoke these words that struck me not a little. 
It was more like the accent with which a man 
bemoans some recent calamity that has happened 
to a friend, than that tone of sober grief with 
which we lament the sorrows of a person, how- 
ever excellent and however grievous hia afflictions 
may have been, who has been dead more than 
two centuries. I had the curiosity to inquire into 
the reasons of so uncommon an ejaculation. My 
young gentleman, with a more solemn tone oi 
pathos than before, repeated, **Poor Spencer," 
and added, '' he has lost his wife«" 

My astonishment at this assertion rose to such 
a height, that I began to think the brain of my 
young fiiend must be cracked, or some unaccount- 
able reverie had gotten pofi^essidn of it. But 
upon further explanation it appeared, that the 
word " Spenser," — which to you or me. Reader, 
in a conversation upon poetry too, would naturally 
have called up the idea of an old poet in a ruff, 
one Edmund Spenser, that flourished in the days 
of Queen Elizabeth, and wrote a poem called 
the Fairy Queen, with the Shepherd* s Calendar , 
and many more verses besides,— -<Lid in the mind 
of my young friend excite a very different and 
quite modern idea, namely, that of the Honour- 
able William Spftncer, one of the living ornaments, 
if I am not misinformed, of this present poetical 
era, a.b. i8ii. - 
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THE GOOD CLERK, 
A CHARACTER; 

WITH SOME ACCOUNT OF "THE COMPLETE ENGLISH 

TRADESMAN " 

'T*HE GOOD CLERK,~~He writeth a fair A credit 

and swift hand, and is competently versed in to his 
the Four First Rules of Arithmetic, in the Rule ®®^® 
of Three (which is sometimes called the Golden 
Rule) and in Practice. We mention these things, 
that we may leave no room for cavillers to say, 
that any thing essential hath been omitted in our 
definition ; else^ to speak the truth, these are but 
ordinary accomplishments, and such as every under- 
strapper at a desk is commonly furnished with. 
The character we treat of soareth higher. 

He is clean and neat in his person ; not from a 
vain-glorious desire of setting himself forth to 
advantage in the eyes of the other sex (with 
which vanity too many of our young sparks now- 
a^niays are infected) but to do credit (as we say) 
to the ofSce. For this reason he evermore taketh 
ca^e that his desk or his books receive no soil ; 
the which things he is commonly as solicitous to 
have fair and unblemished, as the owner of a fine 
horse is to have him appear in good keep. 

He riseth early in the morning ; not because 
early rising conduceth to health (though he doth 
not altogether despise that consideration) but 
chiefly to the intent that he may be first at the 
desk. There is his post, there he delighteth to 
be, unless when his meals, or necessity, calleth 
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His first him away ; which time he alway esteemeth as 
ambition lost, and maketh as short as possible. 

He is temperate in eating and drinking, that he 
may preserve a clear head and steady hand for 
his master's service. He is also partly induced 
to this observation of the rules of temperance by 
his respect for religion and the laws of his country ; 
which things (it may once for all be noted) do 
add special assistances to his actions, but do not 
and cannot furnish the main spring or motive 
thereto. His first ambition (as appeareth all 
along) is to be a good Clerk ; his next a good 
Christian, a good Patriot, &c. 

Correspondent to this, he keepeth himself honest, 
not for fear of the laws, but because he hath ob- 
served how unseemly an article it maketh in the 
Day Book or Ledger when a sum is set down 
lost or missing ; it being his pride to make these 
books to agree, and to tally, the one side with the 
other, with a sort of architectural €ymmetry and 
correspondence. 

He marrieth, or marrieth not, as best suited 
with his employer's views. Some merchants do 
the rather desire to have married men in their 
Counting Houses, because they think the married 
state a pledge for their servants' integrity, and an 
incitement to them to be industrious ; and it was 
an observation of a late Lord Mayor of London, 
that the sons of Clerks do generally prove Clerks 
themselves, and that Merchants encouraging per- 
sons in their employ to marry, and to have families, 
was the best meliiod of securing u breed of sober, 
industrious young men attached to the mercantile 
interest. Be this as it may, such a character as 
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we have been describings will wait till the pleasm^ Con-^ 
of his employer is known on this point ; and regu- venient 
lateth his desires by the custom of the house or '*'®^*y 
firm to which he belongeth. 

He avoideth profane oaths and jesting, as so 
much time lost from his employ ; what spare time 
he hath for conversation, which in a Counting 
House such as we have been supposing can be 
but small, he spendeth in putting seasonable ques- 
tions to such of his fellows (and sometimes re^ 
spectfulfy to the master himself) who can give him 
information respecting the price and quality of 
goods, the state of exchange, or the latest im- 
provements in book-keeping ; thus making the 
motion o( his lips, as well as of his fingers, 
subservient to his master's interest. Not that he 
refiiseth a Ix'isk saying, or a cheerful sally of wit, 
when it comes unforced, is free of offence, and 
hath a convenient brevity* For this reason, he 
hath commonly some such phrase as this in his 
mouth;— 

It's a slovealy look 

To blot your book. 

Or, 

Red ink for ornament, black for use, 
The best of things are open to abnse. 

So upon th^, eve qi any great holyday, of which 
he keepeth one or two at least every year, he will 
merrily say, in the hearing of a confidential friend, 
but to none other, — 

All work and no play 
Makes Jack a dull boy. 

Or, 

A bow always bent must crack at last^ 
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" His Btrt then this must always be understood to be 
oiottjo is spoken confidentially, and, as we say, nnder the 

^ Lastly, his dress is plain, without singularity ; 
with no other ornament than the quill, which is 
the badge of his function, stuck under the dexter 
ear, and this rather for convenience of having it 
at hand, when he hath been called away from his 
desk, and expecteth to resume his seat there again 
shortly, than from any delight which he taketh 
in foppery or ostentation. The colour of his 
clothes is generally noted to be black rather than 
brown, brown rather than blue or green. His 
whole deportment is staid, modest, and civil. 

His motto is Regularity, 

This Character was sketched, in an interval of 
business, to divert some of the melancholy hours 
of a Counting House. It is so little a creature 
of fancy, that it is scarce any thing more than a 
riecoUection of some of those frugal and economical 
maxims which, about the beginning of the last 
century, (England's meanest period) were en- 
deavoured to be inculcated and instilled into the 
breasts of the London. Apprentices,^ by a class of 
instructors who might not inaptly be termed The 
Masters of Mean Morals. The astonishing nar- 
rowness and illiberality of the lessons contained 
in some of those books is inconceivable by those 
whose studies have not led them that way, and 
would almost induce one to subscribe to the hard 

^ This term designated a larger class of young men than 
that to which it is now confined ; it took in the articled 
Clerks of Merchants and Bankers, the George Barnwells 
of the day. 
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censure which Drayton has passed upon the mer- Defoe's 

cantile spirit :^- ^^^f*^ 

Trades- 

The grlpple merchant y born to be the curse fflftn 

Of this brave Isle, 

I have now lying before me that curious book by 
Daniel Defoe, " The Complete English. Trades- 
man." The pompous detaU, the studied analysis 
of erery little mean art, every sneaking address, 
every trick and subterfuge (short of larcency) that 
is necessary to the tradesman's occupation, with 
the hundreds of anecdotes, dialogues (in Defoe's 
liveliest manner) interspersed, all tencBng to the 
same amiable purpose, namely, the sacrificing X}£ 
every honest emotion of the soul to what he calls 
the main chance, — ^if you read it in an ironical 
sense, and as a piece of covered satire , — make it 
one of the most amusing books which Defoe ever 
writ, as much so as any of his best novels. It is 
difficult to say what his intention was in writing 
it. It is almost impossible to suppose him in 
earnest. Yet such is the bent of the book to 
narrow and to degrade the heart, that if such 
maxims w6re as catching and infectious as those 
of a licentious cast^ which happily is not the case, 
had I been living at that time, I certainly should 
have recommended to the Grand Jury of Middle- 
sex, who presented The Fable of the Bees, to 
have presented this book of Defoe's in preference, 
as of a far more vile and debasing tendency. 
I will give one specimen of his advice to the 
young tradesman on the Gevemment of his Temper* 
** The retail tradesman in especial, and even every 
tradesman in his station, must furnish himself with 
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Bnver a competent stock of patience ; I mean that sort 
and seller of patience which is needful to bear with all sorts 
of impertinence, and the most provoking curiosity 
that it is impossible to imagine the buyers, even 
the worst of them, are or can be guilty of. 
•/ tradesman behind his counter must have no flesh 
and blood about himy no passions ^ no resentment s he 
must neyer be angry, no not so much as seem to 
be so, if a customer tumbles htm fiye hundred 
pounds worth of gdods, and scarce bids money 
for any thing ; nay, though they really come to 
his shop with no intent to buy, as many do, only 
to see what is to be sold, and though he knows 
they cannot be better pleased, than they are, at 
some other shop where they intend to buy, 'tis all 
one, the tradesman must take it, he must place it 
to the account of his calling, that Uis his business 
to be ill used, and resent nothing', and so must 
answer as obligingly to those that give him an 
hour or two's trouUe and buy nothing, as he does 
to those who in half the time lay out ten or 
twenty pounds. The case is plain, and if some 
do give him trouble and do not buy, others make 
amends and do buy ; and as for the trouble, 'tis 
the business of the shop." Here follows a most 
admirable story of a mercer who, by his inde&ti* 
gable meanness and more than Socratic patience 
under afFronts, overcame iand reconciled a lady, 
who upon the report of another lady that he had 
behaved saucily to some third lady, had deter- 
mined to shun his shop, but by the over-persuasions 
of a fourth lady was induced to go to it ; which^ 
she does, declaring before hand that she will buy 
nothing, but give him all the trouble she can. 
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Her attack and his defence, her msolence and his The 
^persevering patience, are described in colours wor- comjrfete 
thy of a Mandeville ; but it is too long to recite. Z^^* 
" The short inference from this long discourse " complete 
(says he) ^Ms this, that here you see, and I could hypocrite 
give you many examples like this, how and in 
what manner a shop-keeper is to behave himself 
in the way of his business ; what impertinences, 
what taunts, flouts, and ridiculous things, he must 
bear in his trade, and must not show the least 
return, or the least signal of disgust : he must 
have no passions, no fire in his temper ; he must 
be all soft and smooth ; nay, if his real temper be 
naturally fiery and hot, he must show none of it 
in his shop ; he must be a perfect complete hypocrite 
if he will be a complete tradesman)- It is true, 
natural tempers are not to be always counterfeited ; 
the man cannot easily be a lamb in his shop, and 
a lion in himself; but let it be easy or hard, it 
must be done, and is done : there are men who 
have by custom and usage brought themselves to 
it, that nothing could be meeker and milder than 
they, when behind the counter, and yet nothing 
be more furious and raging in every other part of 
life ; nay the provocations they have met with in 
their shops have so irritated their rage, that they 
would go up stairs from their shop, and fall into 
frenzies, and a kind of madness, and beat their 
heads against the wall, and perhaps mischief them- 
selves, if not prevented, till tfae violence of it had 
gotten vent, and the passions abate and cool. I 
heard once of a shop-keeper that behaved himself 

^ As no qualification accompanies this maxim, it must be 
understood as the genuine sentiment of the author ! 
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"The thus to such an extreme, that when he was pro- 
> ^Mcr is yoked by the impertinence of the customerss, 
*^SP* beyond what his temper could bear, he would 
buyer'' S^ ^P stairs and beat his wife, kick his children 
about like dogs, and be as furious for two or 
three minutes as a man chained down in Bedlam ; 
and again, when that heat was over, would sit 
down, and cry faster than the children he had 
abused ; and after the fit, he would go down into 
the shop again, and be as humble, courteous, and 
as calm as any man whateTer ; so absolute a 
government of his passions had he in the shop 
and so little out of it ; in the shop, a soulless 
animal that would resent nothing ; and in the 
^unily a madman : in the shq), meek like a lamb; 
but in the family, outrageous, like a Lybian lion. 
The sum of the matter is, it is necessary for a 
tradesman to subject himself by all the ways 
possible, to his business ; his customers are to be Us 
idols: so far as he may worship idols by allotvancey 
he is to boto down to them^ and worship them; at 
least, he is not in any way to displease them, or 
shew any disgust or distaste whatsoever they may 
say or do ; the bottom of all is, that he is in« 
tending to get money by them, and it is not for 
him that gets money to oder the least inconvenience 
to them by whom he gets it; he is to consider 
that, as Solomon says, the borrower is servant to 
the lender, so the seller is servant to the buyer/' — 
What he says on the head of Pleasures and Re- 
creations is not less amusing : — ^^ The tradesman's 
pleasure should be in his business ; his companions 
should be his books, (he means his Ledger, Waste- 
book, &:c.) and if, he has a family, he makes his 
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excursions up stairs and no Jurther: — none (rf* my Was 
cautions aim at restraining a tradesman from divert- Delbe in 
ing himself, as we call it, with his fire-side, or •**"**^ ^ 
keeping company with his wife and children." — - 
Liberal allowance; nay, almost licentious and 
criminal indulgence! — ^but it is time to dismiss 
t^s Philosopher of Meanness, More of this stuff 
would illiberalize the pages of the Reflector. Was 
the man in earnest, when he could bring such 
powers of description, and all the charms ok 
natural eloquence, in commendation of the mean- 
est, yilest, wretchedest degradations of the human 
character? — Or did he not rather laugh in his 
sleeye at the doctrines which he inculcated, and 
retorting upon the grave citizens of London their 
own arts, palm upon them a sample of disguised 
Satire under the name of wholesome Instruction ? 



A TRUE STORY 



TO THE INDICATOR 



CIR, — When I was a young boy, I had delicate 
^ health, and was somewhat of pensive and 
contemplative turn of mind : it was my delight in 
the long summer evenings to slip away from my 
noisy and more robust companions, that I might 
walk in the shade o{ a venerable wood, my 
favourite haunt, and listen to the cawing of the 
old rooks, who seemed as fond of this retreat as 
I was. 

One evening I sat later than usual, though the 
distant sound of the cathedral clock had more 
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A than once warned me to my home. There was 
Kcmiajf a stillness in all xmture that I was unwilling, to 
•PP?^" disturb by the least motion. From this reverie I 
was suddenly startled by the sight of a tall slender 
female who was standing by me, looking sorrow- 
flilly and steadily in my face. She was dressed 
in white, from head to foot, in a fashion I had 
never seen before ; her garments were unusually 
long and flowing, and rustled as she glided through 
the low shrubs near me as if they were made of 
the richest silk. My heart beat as if I was 
dying, and I knew not that I could have stirred 
from the spot ; but she seemed so very mild and 
beautiful, I did not attempt it. Her pale brown 
hair was braided round her head, but there were 
some locks that strayed upon her neck ; and 
altogether she looked like a lovely picture, but 
not like a living woman. I closed my eyes forcibly 
with my hands, and when I looked again she had 
vanished. 

I cannot exactly say why I did not on my 
return speak of this beautifiil appearance, nor why, 
with a strange mixture of hope and fear, I went 
again and again to the same spot that I might see 
her. She always came, and often in the storm 
and plashing rain, that never seemed to touch or 
to annoy her, and looked sweetly at me, and silently 
passed on ; and though she was so near to me, 
that once the wind lifted those light straying locks, 
and I felt them. %flft*iisfeamy cheek, yet I never 
could move ik ops ana^-her. I fell ill; and when 
I recovered, my mother closely questioned me of 
the tall lady, of whom, in the height of my fever, 
I had so often spoken. 
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I cannot tell you what a weight was taken from A 
my boyish spirits, when I learnt that this was no romance 
apparition, but a most lovely woman ; not young, 
though she had kept her young looks, for the 
grief which had broken her heart seemed to hare 
spared her beauty. 

When the rebel troops were retreating after 
their total defeat, in that very wood I was so fond 
of, a young officer, unable any longer to endure 
the anguish of his wounds, sunk from his horse, 
and laid himself down to die. He was found 
there by the daughter of Sir Henry R— , and 
conveyed by a trusty domestic to her father's 
mansion. Sir Henry was a loyalist; but the 
officer's desperate condition excited his compassion, 
and his many wounds spoke a latiguage a brave 
man could not misunderstand. Sir Henry's 
daughter with many tears pleaded for him, and 
pronounced that he should be carefully and secretly 
attended. And well she kept that promise, for 
she waited upon him (her mother being long dead) 
for many weeks, and anxiously watched for the 
first opening of eyes, that, languid as he \(/as, 
looked brightly and gratefully upon his young 
nurse. 

You may fancy better than I can. tell you, as 
he slowly recovered, all the moments that were 
spent in reading, and low-voiced singing, and 
gentle playing on the lute, and how many fresh 
flowers were brought to one whose wounded limbs 
would not bear him to gather them for himself, 
and how calmly the days glided on in the blessed- 
ness of returning health, and in that sweet silence 
so carefully enjoined him. I will pass by this to 
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" My speak of one day, which, brighter and pleasanter 
dear than others, did not seem more bright or more 

^'^^ lovely than , the looks of the young maiden, 
as she gaily spoke of f^a, little festival which 
(though it must bear an unworthiet name) she 
meant really to give in honour of her guest's 
recovery ; " " and it is time, lady," said he, " for 
that guest so tended and so honoured^ to tell you 
his whole story, and speak to you of one who 
will help him to thank you : may I ask you, fair 
lady, to write a little billet for me, which even in 
these times of danger I may find some means to 
forward ? " To his mother, no doubt, she thought, 
as with light steps and a lighter heart she seated 
herself by his couch, and smilingly bade him 
dictate ; but when he said ** My dear wife,'' and 
lifted up his eyes to be asked for more^ he saw 
before him a pale statue, that gave him one look 
of utter despair, and fell, for he had no power to 
help her, heavily at his feet. Those eyes never 
truly reflected the pure soul again, or answered by 
answering looks the fond enquiries of her poor 
old father. She lived to be as I saw her, — sweet 
and gentle, and delicate always; but reason re- 
turned no more. She visited till the day of her 
death the spot where she first saw that yobng 
soldier, and dressed herself in the very clothes 
that he said so well became her, A • 
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THE CONFESSIONS OF H. F. V. H. 
DELAMORE, ESQ. 

Sackville Street, 25M i^arcA, 1821. 

A/fR EDITOR, — A correspondent in your He of an 

last Number,^ blesses his stars, that he never honour- 
was yet in the pillory ; and, with a confidence *r *^ 
which the uncertainty of mortal accidents but 
weakly justifies, goes on to predict that he never 
shall be. Twelve years ago, had a Sibyl pro- 
phesied to me, that I should live to be set in a 
worse place, I should have struck her for a lying 
beldam. There are degradations below that 
which he speaks of. 

I come of a good stock, Mr Editor. The 
Delamores are a race singularly tenacious of their 
honour ; men who, in the language of Edmund 
Burke, feel a stain like a wound. My grand 
uncle died of a fit of the suUens for the disgrace 
of a public whipping at Westminster. He had 
not then attained his fourteenth year. Would I 
had died young ! 

For more than five centuries, the current of 
our blood hath flowed unimpeachably. And 
must it stagnate now ? 

Can a family be tainted backwards ? — can 
posterity purchase disgrace for their progenitors ? 
— or doth it derogate from the great Walter of 
our name, who received the sword of knighthood 

^ Eiia : — Chapter on Ears* 
M 
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In the in Cressy field, that one of his descendants once 
stocks sate ** *** ♦♦*♦** ? 

Can an h(»iour, fairly achieved in ^uintc Ed- 
tvardi Tertiij ble reversed by a slip in quinquagesimo 
^eorgii Tertii? — how stands the law? — ^what 
dictum doth the college deliver ? — O Clarencieux ! 
O Norroy! 

Can a reputation, gained by hard watchings on 
the cold ground, in a suit of mail, be impeached 
by hard watchings on the cold ground in other 
circumstances — was the endurance equal ?— why 
is the guerdon so disproportionate ? 

A priest mediated the ransom of the too valorous 
Reginald, of our house, captived in Lord Talbot's 
battles. It was a clergyman, who by his inter- 
cession abridged the period of my durance. 

Have you touched at my wrongs yet, Mr 
Editor ? — or must I be explicit as to my griev- 
ance? 

Hush, my heedless tongue. 

Something bids me — **Delamore, be ingenuous." 

Once then, and only once 

Star of my nativity, hide beneath a cloud, 
while I reveal it! 

Ancestors of Delamore, lie low in your wormy 
beds, that no posthumous hearing catch a sound ! 

Let no eye look over thee, while thou shalt 
peruse it, reader ! 

Once 

These legs, with Kent in the play, though for 
far less ennobling considerations, did wear ^ cruel 
garters." 

Yet I protest it was but for a thing of nought 
— a fault of youth, and warmer blood — a calen- 
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dary inadyertence I may call it — or rather a The 
temporary obliviousness of the day of the week Boney 
—timing my Saturnalia amiss. — bog^ 

Streets of Bamet, infamous for civil broils^ ye ^ 
saw my shame!— did not your Red Rose rise 
again to dye my burning cheek ? 

It was but for a pair of minutes, or so — yet I 
feel« I feely that the gentry of the Delamores is 
extinguished for ever. — 

Try to forget it, reader. — 

(Signed) 

Henry Francis Vere Harrington Delamore. 
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Nought but a blank remains, a dead void space, 
A step of life that promised such a race. — Dryokn 

'^[APOL'EON has now sent us back from the 
•^ ^ grave sufficient echoes of his. living renown : 
the twilight of posthumous fame has lingered long 
enough over the spot where the sun of his glory 
set; and his name must at length repose in the 

^ Since writing this article, we have been informed that 
the object of our funeral-oration is not definitely dead, but 
only moribund. So much the better j we shall have an 
opportunity of granting the request made to Walter by one 
of the children in the wood, and ^^kill him two timet." 
The Abbe de Vertot having a siege to : write, and not re- 
ceiving the materials in time, composed the whole from his 
invention. Shortly after its completion, the expected docu- 
ments arrived, when he threw them asrde, exclaiming — 
** You are of no use to me now ; I have carried the town." 
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And now silence, if not in the darkness of night. In this 
the busy and evanescent scene, other spirits of the age 
^^S^ are rapidly snatched away, claiming our undivided 
sympathies and regrets, until in turn they yield to 
some newer and more absorbing grief. Another 
name is now added to the list of the mighty de- 
parted, a name whose influence upon the hopes 
and fears, the fates and fortunes of our country- 
men, has rivalled, and perhaps eclipsed that of 
the defunct ** child and champion of Jacobinism," 
while it is associated with all the sanctions of 
legitimate government, all the sacred authorities 
of social order and our most holy religion. We 
speak of one, indeed, under whose warrant heavy 
and incessant contributions were imposed upon our 
fellow-citizens, but who exacted nothing without 
the signet and sign-manual of most devout Chan- 
cellors of the Exchequer. Not to dally longer 
with the sympathies of our readers, we think it 
right to premonish them that we are composing 
an epicedium upon no less distinguished a personage 
than the Lottery, whose last breath, after many 
penultimate puffs, has been sobbed forth by sorrow- 
ing contractors, as if the world itself were about 
to be converted, into a blank. There is a fashion 
of eulogy, as well as of vituperation ; and though 
the Lottery stood for some time in the latter pre- 
dicament, we hesitate not to assert that ^^multis 
tile bonis jlebilis occiditr Never have we joined 
in the senseless clamour which condemned the 
only tax whereto" we became voluntary contribu- 
tors, the only resource which gave the stimulus 
without the danger or infatuation of gambling, 
the only* alembic which in these plodding days 
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sublimised our imaginationsy and filled them with A recol- 
BEiore delicious dreams than ever flitted athwart lection of 
the sensorium of Ainaschar. chudhood 

Never can the writer forget when, as a child, 
he was hoisted upon a servant's shoulder in Guild- 
hall, and looked down upon the installed and 
solemn pomp of the then drawing Lottery. The 
two awful cabinets of iron, upon whose massive 
and mysterious portals, the royal initials were 
gorgeously emblazoned, as if after having deposited 
the unfulfilled prophecies within, the King himself 
had turned the lock and still retained the key in 
his pocket; — the blue-coat boy, with his naked 
arm, first converting the invisible wheel, and then 
diving into the dark recess for a ticket ; — the 
graye and reverend faces of the commissioners 
eyeing the announced number : — ^the scribes below 
calmly committing it to their huge books ; — the 
anxious countenances of the surrounding populace, 
while the giant figures of Gog and Magog, like 
presiding deities, looked down with a grim silence 
upon the whole proceeding, — constituted altogether 
a scene, which combined with the sudden wealth 
supposed to be lavished from those inscrutable 
wheels, was well calculated to impress the imagina- 
tion of a boy "with reverence and amazement. 
Jupiter, seated between the two fatal urns of 
good and evil, the blind Goddess with her cornu- 
copia, the FsLTCX wielding the distaff, the thread 
of life, and the abhorred shears, seemed but dim 
and shadowy abstractions of mythology, when I 
had gazed upon an assemblage exercising, as I 
dreamt, a not less eventful power, and all presented 
to me in palpable arid living operation. Reason 
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The and experience, ever at their old spiteful work of 
magic catching and destroying the bubbles which youth 
r^ffT** delighted to follow, have indeed dissipated much 
^ of this illusion, but my mind so far retained the 
influence o£ that early impression, that I have 
ever since continued to deposit my humble ofTer-* 
ings at its shrine \(dienever the ministers of the 
Lottery went forth with type and trumpet to an- 
nounce its periodical dispensations ; and though 
nothing has been doled out to me from its undis- 
. cerning coffers but blanks, or those more vexatious 
tMitalizers of the spirit, denominated small prizes, 
yet do I hold myself largely indebted to this 
most generous diffiiser of universal happiness. 
Ingrates that we are ! are we to be thankful for 
no benefits that are not palpable to sense, to 
recognise no favours that dre not of marketable 
value, to acknowledge no wealth unless it can be 
counted with the five fingers ? If we admit the 
mind to be the sole 'depositary of genuine joy, 
where is the bosom that has not been elevated 
into a temporary elysium by the magic of the 
Lottery? Which of us has not converted his 
ticket, or even his sixteenth share of one, into a 
nest^gg of Hope, upon which he has sate brood- 
ing in the secret roosting- places of his heart, 
and hatched it into a thousand fantastical appari- 
tions? 

What a startling revelation of the passions if all 
the aspirations engendered by the Lottery could 
be made manifest ! Many an impecimiary epicure 
has gloated over his locked-up warrant for future 
wealth, as a means of realizing the dream of his 
namesake in the " Alchemist," — 
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My meat shall all come in in Indian shells, — The rich 

Dishes of agate set in gold, and studded promises 

With emeralds, sapphires, hyacinths, and rubies ; 
The tongues of carps, dormice, and camel's heels 
Boiled i* the spirit of Sol, and dissolved in pearl, 
(Apicius* diet 'gainst the epilepsy ;) 
And I will eat these broths with spoons of amber, 
Hfaded with diamant and carbuncle. — 
My footboy shall eat pheasants, calvered salmons. 
Knots, godwiCs, lampreys ; I myself will have 
The beards of barbels served : — ^instead of salads 
. Oil'd mushrooms, and the swelling unctuous paps 
Of a fat pregnant sow, newly cut off. 
Dress'd with an exquisite and poignant sauce. 
For which I'll say unto my cook— -*^ There's gold, 
Qo forth, and be a. knight." 

Many a doating lover has kissed the scrap of 
paper whose promissory shower of gold was to 
give up to him his otherwise unattainable Danae : 
Nimrods have transjformed the same narrow sym- 
bol into a saddle, by . which they have been 
enabled. to bestride the backs of peerless hunters ; 
while nymphs have metamorphosed its Protean 
form into — 

Rings, gaudes, conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, nosega) s, sweetmeats, 

and' all the braveries of dress, to say nothing of the 
obsequious husband, the two*footman'd carriage, 
and the opera-box. By the simple charm of this 
numbered and printed rag, gamesters have, for a 
time at leatt, recovered their losses, spendthrifts 
have cleared off mortgages from their estates, the 
imprisoned debtor has leapt over his lofty boundary 
of circumscription and restraint, and revelled in 
all the joys of liberty and fortune; the cottage 
walls have swelled out into more goodly proportion 
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A than those of Baucis and Philemon ; poverty has 
benei- tasted the luxuries of competence, labour has 
▼olent iQiiec[ ^t ease in a perpetual arm-chair of idleness, 
fatous s^c^ii^ss ^^s ^Q bribed into banishment, life has 
been invested with new charms, and death de- 
prived of its former terrors. Nor have the affec- 
tions been less gratified than the wants, appetites, 
and ambitions of mankind. By the conjurations 
of the same potent spell, kindred have lavished 
anticipated benefits upon one another, and charity 
upon all. Let it be termed a delusion ; a fool's 
paradise is better than the wise man's Tartarus : 
be it branded as an Ignis fatuus, it was at least a 
benevolent one, which instead of beguiling its 
followers into swamps, caverns, and pit-falls, 
allured them on with all the blandishments of 
enchantment to a garden of Eden, an ever-bloom- 
ing elysium of delight. True, the pleasures it 
bestowed were evanescent, but which of our joys 
are permanent? and who so inexperienced as not 
to know that anticipation is always of higher 
relish than reality, which strikes a balance both 
in our sufferings and enjoyments. " The fear of 
ill exceeds the ill we fear," and fruition, in the 
same proportion, invariably falls short of hope. 
" Men are but children of a larger growth," who 
may amuse themselves for a long time in gazing 
at the reflection of the moon in the water, but, if 
they jump in to grasp it, they may grx>pe for ever, 
and only get the farther from their object* He 
is the wisest who keeps feeding upon die future, 
and refrains as long as possible from undeceiving 
himself, by converting his pleasant speculations 
into disagreeable certainties. 
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The trae mental epicure always purchased his Ten 
ticket early, and postponed enquiry into its fate to minutes 
the last possible moment, during the whole of ®* ''wth 
which intervening period he had an imaginary 
twenty thousand locked up in his desk, — and was 
not this well worth all the money ? Who would 
scruple to give twenty pounds interest for even 
the ideal enjoyment of as many thousands during 
two or three months? ^^Crede quod habes^ et 
habesj^^ and the usufruct of such a capital is surely 
not dear at such a price. Some years ago, z 
gendeman in passing along Chcapade saw the 
figures 106^, of which number he was the sole 
proprietor, ^ming on the window of a lottery 
office as a capital prize. Somewhat flurried by 
this discovery, not less welcome than unexpected, 
he resolved to walk round St Paul's that he might 
consider in what way to communicate ' the happy 
tidings to his wife and family ; but, upon repassing 
the shop, he observed that die number was altered 
to 1 0,069, ^^ ^P^'^ inquiry, had the mortification 
to learn diat his ticket 'was a, blank, and had only 
been stock up in the window by a mistake of the 
clerk. Thb effectually calmed his agitatk)n, but 
he always speaks of himself as having once 
possessed twenty thousand pounds,, and maintains 
that his ten-minutes' walk round St Paul'« was 
worth ten times the purchase-money of the ticket. 
A prize thus obtained, has, moreover, this special 
advantage ; — ^it is beyond the reach of fate, it 
cannot be squandered, bankruptcy cannot lay siege 
to it, friends cannot pull it down, nor enemies 
\Atfw it up ; it bears a charmed life, and none of 
woman born can break its integrity, evm by the 
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The lost dissipation of a single fraction. Show me the 
*rt of property in these perilous times that is equally 
puffing compact and impregnable. We can no longer 
become enriched for a quarter of an hour; we 
can no longer succeed in such splendid failures f 
all our chances of making such a miss have van- 
ished with the last of the Lotteries. 

Life will now become a Bat, prosaic routine of 
matter-of-facty and sleep itself, erst so prolific of 
numerical configurations and mysterious stimulants 
to lottery adventure, will be disfiimished of its 
. figures and figments. People will cease to harp 
upon the one lucky number suggested in a dream, 
and which forms the exception, while they are 
scrupulously silent upon the ten thousand falsified 
dreams which constitute the rule. Morpheus will 
stifle Cocker with a handful of poppies, and our 
pillows will be no longer haunted by the book of 
numbers. 

And who, too^ shall maintain the art and 
mystery of puffing, in all its pristine glory, when 
the lottery prc^ssors shall have abandoned its 
cultivation ? They were the first, as they will 
assuredly be the last, who fidly developed the 
resources of that ingenious art ; who cajoled and 
decoyed the most suspicious and wary reader into 
a perusal of their advertisements by devices of 
endless variety and cunning : who baited their 
lurkmg schemes with midnight murders, ghost 
stories, crim-H:ons, bon-mots, balloons, dreadfiil 
catastrophes, and every diversity of joy and 
sorrow, to catch newspapers-gudgeons. Ought 
not such talents to be encouraged i Verily the 
abolitionists have much to answer for ! 
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And now, having established the felicity of all Lndcy 
those who gained imaginary prizes, let us proceed escapes 
to show that the equally numerous class who were 
presented with real blanks, have not less reason to 
consider themselves happy. Most of us have 
cause to be thankful for that which is bestowed, 
but we have all, probably, reason to be still more 
grateful for that which is withheld, and more 
especially for our being denied the sudden posses- 
sion of riches. In the Litany, indeed, we call 
upon the Lord to deliver us " in all time of our 
wealth ; " but how few of us are sincere in 
deprecating such a calamity ! Massinger's Luke, 
and Ben Jonson's Sir Epicure Mammon, and 
Pope's Sir Balaam, and our own daily observation, 
might convince us that the devil '^ now tempts by 
making rich, not making poor." We may read 
in the Guardian a circumstantial accouilt of a 
man who was utterly ruined by gaining a capital 
prize : — we may recollect what Dr Johnson said 
to Garrick, when the latter was making a display 
of his wealth at Hampton Court, — "Ah, David ! 
David! these are the things that make a death- 
bed terrible ; " — we may recall the Scripture 
declaration, as to the difficulty a rich man finds in 
entering into the kingdom of Heaven, and com- 
bining all these denunciations against opulence, let 
us heartily congratulate one another upon our 
lucky escape from the calamity of a twenty or 
thirty thousand pound prize! The fox in the 
fable, who accused the unattainable grapes of 
sourness, was more of a philosopher than we are 
generally willing to allow. He was an adept in 
that species of moral alchemy, which turns every 
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A surfeit thing to gold, and converts disappointment itself 
of society into a ground of resignation and ccmtent. Such 
we have shown to be the great lesson inculcated 
by the Lottery when rightly contemplated ; and 
if we might parody M. de Chateaubriand's jingling 
expression, — "/? Rot est mort: vive le Roif^^we 
should be tempted to exclaim, ^^ The Lottery is 
no more — long live the Lottery ! " 



MANY FRIENDS 

T JNFORTUNATE is the lot of that man, 
^^ who can look round about the wide world, 
and exclaim with truth, / Jl^avf no friend! Do 
you know any such lonely sufferer ? For mercy 
sake send him to me. I can afford him plenty. 
He shall haVe them good, cheap. I have enough 
and to spare. Truly. society is the balm of human 
life. But you may take a surfeit from sweetest 
odours administered to satiety. Hear my case, 
dear Variorumy and pity me. I am an elderly 
gentleman — not old — a sort of middle->agecU 
gentleman-and-^a-half — with a tolerable larder, 
cellar, &c. ; and a most unfortunately easy t^nper 
for the callous front of impertinence to try con- 
clusions on. My day times are entirely engrossed 
by the business of a public office, where I am 
anything but alone from nine till five. I have 
forty fellow-clerks about me during those, hours ; 
and, though the human face be divine, I protest 
that so many human . faces seen every day do very 
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much diminish the homage I am willing to pay Frtends 
to that divinity. It fares with these divine re- or fiends 
semblailces as with a Polytheism. Multiply the 
object and you infallibly enfeeble the adoration. 
" W hat a piece of work is Man ! how excellent 
in faculty," &c. But a great many men together 
— a hot huddle of rational creatures — Hamlet 
himself would have lowered his contemplation a 
peg or two in my situation. Tadet me h'arum 
fuotidianarum firmarum, I go home every day to 
my late dinner, absolutely famished and face-sick. 
I am sometimes fortunate enough to go off un- 
accompanied. The relief is restorative like sleep ; 
but far oftener, alas! some one of my fellows, 
who lives my way (as they call it) does me the 
sociality of walking with me. He sees me to 
the door ; &nd now I figure to myself a snug 
fire-side — comfortable meal — a respiration from 
the burthen of society — and the blessedness of a 
single knife and fork. I sit down to my solitary 
mutton, happy as Adam when a bachelor. I have 
not swallowed a mouthfid, before a startling ring 
announces the visit of a friend. O ! for an ever- 
lasting muffle upon that appalling instrument of 
torture ! A knock makes me nervous ; but a ring 
is a positive fillip to all the sour passions of my 
nature : — and yet such is my effeminacy of tem- 
perament, I neither tie up the one nor dumbfound 
the other. But these accursed friends, or fiends, 
that torment me thus ! They come in with a full 
consciousness of their being unwelcome — with a 
sort of grin of triumph over your weakness. My 
soul sickens \irithin when they enter. I can 
scarcely articulate a "how d'ye.'* My digestive 
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The powers fail. I have enough to do to maintain 
Uaiulj of them in any healthiness when alone. Eating is a 
Beacnam golitary function j you may drink in company. 
Accordingly the bottle soon succeeds ; and such 
is my infirmity, that the reluctance soon subsides 
before it. The visitor becomes agreeable. I find 
a great deal that is good in him ; wonder I should 
have felt such aversion, on his first entrance ; we 
get chatty, conversible; insensibly comes mid- 
night ; and I am dismissed to the cold bed of 
celibacy (the only place, alas ! where I am sufiered 
to be alone) widi the reflection that another day 
has gone over my head without the possibility of 
enjoying my own free thoughts in solitude even 
for a solitary moment. .O for a Lodge in some 
vast wilderness ! the den of those Seven Sleepers 
(conditionally the other six were away) — a, Crusoe 
solitude ! 

What most disturbs me is, that my chief 
annoyers are mostly young men. Young men, 
let diem think as they please, are no company 
sing/y for a gentleman of my years. They do 
mighty well in a mixed society, and where there 
9ie females to take them off, as it were. But to 
have the load of one of them to one's own self 
for successive hours conversation is unendurable. 
. There was my old friend Captain Beacham — 
he died some, six years since, bequeathing to my 
friendship three stout young men, his sons, and 
sevep girls, the tallest in the land. Pleasant, 
excellent young women they were, and for their 
sakes I did, and could endure much. But they 
were too tall. I am superstitious in that respect 
and think that to a just friendship, something like 
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proportion in stature as well as mind is desirable. The 
Now I am five feet and a trifle more. Each of shark 
these young women rose to six, and one exceeded s^'y 
by two inches. The brothers are proportionately 
taller. I have sometimes taken the altitude of 
this friendship ; and on a modest computation I 
may be said to have known at one time a whole 
furlong of Beachams. But the young women are 
married off, and dispersed, among the provinces. 
The brothers are lefL Nothing is more distasteful 
than these relics and parings of past friendships 
— ^unmeaning records of agreeable hours flown. 
There are three of them. ; If they hunted in 
triples, (X even couples, it were something; but 
by a refinement of persecution, they contrive to 
come singly; and so spread themselves out into 
three evenings molestation in a w^k. Nothmg 
is so distastefid as the sight of tJieir long legs, 
cotiched for continuance upon my fender. They 
have been mates of Indiamen ; and one of them 
in particular has a story of a shark swallowing a 
boy in the bay of Calcutta. I wish the shark 
had swallowed /am» Nothing can be more us^ess 
than their, conversation to me, unless it is mine to 
them. We have no ideas (save of eating and 
drinking) in common. The shark story has been 
told till it cannot elicit a spark of attention ; but 
it goes on just as usual. When I try to intro- 
duce a point of literature, or common life, the 
mates* gape' at me. When I fill a gla^, they fill 
one too. Here ds sympathy. And for this poor 
correspondency of having a gift of swallowing 
and retaining liquor in common with my fellow- 
creatures, I am to be tied up to an ungenial 
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intimacy abhorrent from every sentiment, and 
every sympathy besides. But I cannot break 
the bond. They are sons of my old friend. 

Lepus. 



TOM PRY 

\>f Y friend Tom Pry is a kind warm-hearted 
^^^ fellow, with no one failing in the world but 
an excess of the passion of Curiosity. He knows 
every body's name, face, and domestic affairs. 
He scents out a match three months before the 
parties themselves are quite agreed about it. Like 
the man iii the play, homo est and no human interest 
escapes him. I have sometime wondered how he 
gets all his information. Mere inquisitiveness 
would not do his business. Certainly the bodily 
make has much to do with the character. The 
auricular organs in my friend Tom do not lie 
flapping against his head as with common mortals, 
but they perk up like those of a hare at form. 
The lowest sound cannot elude him. Every 
parlour and drawitig-room is to him a whispering 
gallery. His own name, pronounced in the utmost 
compression of susurration, they say, he catches 
at a quarter furlong interval. I suspect sometimes 
that the faculty of hearing with him is analogous 
to the scent iti some animals. He seems hung 
round with ears, like the pagan emblem of Fame, 
and to imbibe sounds at every pore. You cannot 
take a walk of business or pleasure, but you^ are 
taxed with it by him next morning, with some 
fehrewd guess at the purpose of it. You dread 
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him as you woald an uiqinsitor, or the ubiquitarian All over- 
power of the old Secret Tribunal* He is the n»«lcring 
bird of the air, who sees the matter^ He has P**»** 
lodgings at a comer house, which looks out four 
ways; and though you go a roundabout way to 
evade his invedtigatioo, you are somehow seen 
notwithstanding. He sees at multiplied angles. 
He is a sort of second memory ta all his friends, 
an excellent refresher to a dull or oblivious con- 
science; for he can repeat to you at any given 
time all that ever you have done in your life. He 
shoidd have been a* death-bed confessor. His 
appetite for information . is omnivorous. To get 
at the name only of a stranger whom he passes in 
the street, he counts a God'^send; what further 
he can pick up is a luxury. His friends joke 
with him about his innocent propensity, but the 
bent of nature is too deeply burned to be removed 
with such forks. Usque reeurrit. I myself in 
particukr had been rallying him pretty sharply 
one day upon the foible, and it seemed to impress 
him a little. He asked no more questions that 
morning. But walking with him in St James's 
Park in the evening, we met an old G^tleman 
unknown to him, who bowed to me. I could see 
that Tom kept his passion within with great 
struggles. Silence was observed for ten ^minutes,, 
and I was congratulating myself on my friend's, 
maktery over this inordinate appetite of knowing 
every thing, when we had not past the Queen's 
gate a pace or two, but the fire burnt within him, 
and he said, as if with indifference, " By the way, 
who was that friend of yours who bowed to you 
just now I " He has a place in the Post-office, 

N 
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Not to hit which I think he chose for the pleasure of reading 
impost superscriptions* He is too honourable a man, I 
vpoa j^jjj g^^ ^Q g^^ clandestinely at the contents of a 
letter not addressed, to him, but the outside he 
cannot resist. It.ticklee him. He plays about 
the flame, as it were; cootcnts himself with a 
superficial caress, when he can get at nothing 
more substantial* He has a handsome seal, which 
he keeps to proffer to such of his friends as have 
not one in readiness, when they would fold up an 
epistle ; nay, he will seal it for you, and pays 
himself by discovering the direction. As I have 
no directionary secrets, I generally humour him 
with pretending to have left my seal at home 
(though I carry a rich gold (»ie, which was nay 
grandfather's, always about me), to gratify his 
harmless inclination. He is the cleverest at sealkig 
a letter of any man I ever knew, and turns out 
the cleanest impressions. It is a neat but slow 
operation with him — he has so much more time 
to drink in the directi<Mi. With all this curiosity, 
he is the finest tempered fellow in the world. You 
may banter him from morning to night, but never 
ruffle his temper. We sometimes raise reports to 
mislead him, as that such a one is going to be 
married next month, &c. ; but he has an instincCy 
as I called it before, which prevents his pelding 
to the imposition* He distinguishes at /fearing 
between giddy rumour and steady report* He 
listens with dignity, and his prying is without 
credulity. 

Lepus, 
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TOM PRY'S WIFE 

yj'OU say you were diTeited with my descrip* Phidcitig 
^ tion of the <<Curkm8 Man." Tom is: in at the 
some respects an amusing character enough, but^®**J®^* 
then it is by no means uncommon. But what ™^ ^ 
power of words can paint Tom's wife? My 
pencil faulters while I attempt it. But I am 
ambitious that the portraits should hang side by 
side: they may set off one another. Tom's 
passion for knowledge in the/>ursuit is intense and 
restless, but when satisfied it sits down and seeks 
no further* He must know all about every thing, 
but his desires terminate in mere science. Now 
as far as the pure mat hematics y as diey are called, 
transcend the practtcalj so far does Tom's curiosity, 
to my mind, in elegance and disinterestiedness^ 
soar- above the craving, gnawing, mercenary (if I 
may so call it) inqtusitiveness of his wife* . ' 

Mrs Prkcilla Pry must not only know all about 
your private concerns, but be as deeply concerned 
herself for them : she will phick at the very heart 
of your mystery. She must anatomi9e and skin 
you, absolutely lay your feelings bare. Her 
passions are reducible to twoy but those are 
stronger in her than in any human creature^— ///y 
and envy, I will try to illustrate it. She has 
intimacy with two families-^the Grimstones and 
the: Oubbins's. The former are sadly pinched to 
live, the latter are in splendid circumstances : the 
fbmier tenant an obscure third floor in Devereux 
Court, the latter occupy a stately mansion in 
May^fair. I have accompanied her to both these 
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The domiciles. She will burst into the incommodious 
Grim- lodging of poor. Grimstanie and his wife at some 
d S^ unseasonable hour, when they are at their meagre 
Gubbins's dinner, with a *^ Bless me ! what a dark passage 
you have ! I could hardly find my way upstairs ! 
Isn't there a drain som^hece ? . Well, I like to 
see you at your Jittle tit of mutton ! " But her 
treat is to catch them at a nieal of tolitary potatoes. 
Theii does her sympathy burgeon, and bud out 
into a thousand flowers of rhetorical pity and 
wonder ; and it is trumpeted out afterwards to all 
her acquaintance, that the poor Grimstones were 
** making a dinner without flesh ye«t»dayi" The 
word fioor is her favorite ; the word (on my con- 
science) is endeared to her beyond any mono- 
sylllable in the language. Poverty in the tone, of 
her compassion^ is somehow doubled; it is em*- 
phatioally what a dramatist^ iirith. some liceacey 
has called poor poverty^ It is stark-naked indi- 
gence, and never in her notind connected with 
any mitigating circumstances of self-respect and 
independence in the owner, which give to 
poverty a dignity. It is an object of pure pity, 
and nothing lelse* This is her first way. Change 
we the scene to May-£iir and the Gubbins's. 
Suppose it a morning, call : — 

" Bless me !-^{for she equally blesses herself 
against want and abundance)^— 4what. a style you 
do \vt^ in! what elegant curtains! You must 
have a great income ^ to afford all these thk)gd.t 
I wander you can ever visit such poor folks asl 
we : "< — with more to the same purpose, which 
I must cut short, not to be tedious. She pumps 
all her friends to know the exact income of all 
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her friends^ ' Such a one must have a great salary. Pity and 
Do you think he has as much as eight hundred a ®*^ 
year — seven hundred and fifty perhaps ? A wag 
once told her I had fourteen hundred — (Heaven 
knows we Bank Clerks, though with no reason 
to complain, in few cases realise that luxury)— 
and the fury of her wonder, till I undeceived her, 
nearly worked her spirits to a fevw* Now Pry 
is equally glad to get at his friends' circumstances; 
but his curiosity is disinterested, as I said, and 
passionless. No emotions are consequent upon 
the satisfaction of it. He is a philosopher who 
loves knowledge for its own sake; she is not 
content with a lumen siccum (dry knowledge, says 
Bacon, is best); the success of her researches is 
nothing, but as* it feeds the two main springs be* 
tween which her soul is kept in perpetual conflict 
— Pity, and Envy* 

Le^us. 



THE LAST PEACH 



I 



AM the miserablest man living. Give me 
counsel, dear Editor. I was bred up in the 
strictest principles of honesty, and have passed my 
life in punctual adherence to them. Integrity 
might be said to be ingrained in our fslmily. Yet 
I live in constant fear of one day coming to the 
gallows. 

Till the latter end of kst Autumn I never ex- 
perienced these feelings of self-mistrust, which 
ever since have embittered my existence. From 
the apprehemion of that unfortunate man whose 
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FoN story began to make so great an impression upon 
biddoi the public about that time, I date my horrors. I 
fruit jjgygf can get it out of my head that I shall sc»ne 
time or other commit a forgery, or do some equally 
vile thing. To make matters worse I am in a 
banking-house. I sit siffrounded with a cluster 
of bank-notes. These were formerly no more 
to me than meat to a butcher's dog. They are 
now as toads and- aspics. I feel all day like one 
situated amidst gins and pitfalls.^ SoYereigns, 
which I oocc took such pleasure in counting out^ 
and scraping up with my little tin shovel (dt 
which I was the most expert in the bankings 
house), now scald my hands. When. I go to 
sign my name I set down that of another person, 
or write my own in a counterfeit character. I 
am beset with temptations without motive. I want 
no more wealth than I possess. A more con- 
tented being than myself, as to money matters, 
exists not. What should I fear ? 

When a child I was once let loose, by favour 
of a nobleman's garddner, into his Lordship's 
magnificent fruit garden, with full leave to pull 
tihe currants and the gooseberries ; only I waos 
interdicted from touching the wall fruit. Indeed, 
at that season (it was the end of Autumn) there 
was little left. Only on the South wall (can I 
forget, the hot feel of the brick-work ?) lingered 
the one last peach. Now peaches are a fruit 
which I always had, and still have, an almost 
utter aversion to. There is something to my 
palate singularly harsh and repulsive in the flavour 
of them. I know not by what demon of con- 
tradiction inspired, but I wias haimfeed with an 
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irresistible desire to pluck it. Tear myself as Aif 
often as I would from the spot, I found myself etching 
still recurring to it, till, maddening with desire, P*"** 
(desire I cannot call it,) with wilfulness rather — 
without appetite — against appetite, I may call it 
— in an evil hour I reached out my hand, and 
plucked it. Some few raindrops just then fell ; 
the sky (from a bright day) became overcast ; 
and I was a type of our first parents, after the eat- 
ing of that fatal fruit. I felt myself naked and 
ashamed ; stripped of my virtue, spiritless. The 
downy fruit, whose sight rather than savour had 
tempted me, dropped from my hand, never to be 
tasted. All the commentators- in the world can- 
not persuade me but that the Hebrew word in the 
second chapter of Genens, translated apple, should 
be rendered peach. Only this way dan I reconcile 
that mysterious story. 

Just such a child at thirty am I atnong the 
cash and valuables, longing to pluck, without an 
idea of enjoyment further. I cannot reason my- 
self out of these fears : I dare not laugh at them* 
I was tenderly and lovmgly brought up. What 
then I Who that in life's entrance has seen the 

babe P -, from the lap stretching out his little 

fond mouth to cateh the maternal kiss, could have 
predicted^ or as much as imagined, that lifers very 
different' exit? The sight of my own fingers 
torments me ; they seem so admirably constructed 
for — pilfering. Then the jugular vein which I 

have in common ; in an emphatic srase 

may I say with David, I am ** fesurfully made." 
AH my mirth is poisoned by these unhappy sug- 
gestions. If, to dissipate reflection, I hum a tune, 
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Gentit' it chamges to the ^ Lamentations of a Sinner." 
V^niy My very dreams are tainted. I awake with a 
KetiSe^ shocking feeling of my hand in some pocket. 

Advise me, dear Editor, on this painful heart* 
malady. Tell me, do. you feel any thing allied to 
it in yourself? Do you never feel an itching, as 
it were — a dactylomAnia^ — or am I alone? You 
have my honest confession. My next may appear 
from Bow Street. 

SUSPENSURUS. 



A CHARACTER 

A DESK at the Bank of England is prima 
^^^ facie not the point in the world that seem^ 
best adapted for an insight into the characters of 
men; yet something may be gleaned from the 
barrenest soil. There is Egomet, for instance. 
By the way, how pleasant it ts to string up one's 
acquaintance thus, in the grumbler's comer of some 
newspaper^ and for them to know/ nothing at all 
about it ; nay, for them to read their own charac-^ 
ters.and suspect nothing of the matter. Blessings 
on the writ^ who first made use of Roman names. 
It is only calling Tomkins — Caius ; and Jenkins 
— Titus; or whipping Hopkins upon the back 
of Scaevola, and you have the pleasure of executing 
sentence with no pain to the offender. This 
hanging in efHgy is delightful ; it evaporates the 
spleen without souring the blood, and is altogether 
the most gentlemanly piece of Jack-Kelchery 
imaginable^ 
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Egomet, then) hfls beett my desL-fellbw for The 
tkirty years. He is a remarkable species ofchajracter 
selfishness. I do not mean that he is attentive to ^p.Q-«gf 
his own gain ; I acquit him of that common-place 
manifestation of the foible. I shoot no such small 
deer. But his sin is a total absorption of mind 
in things relating to himself' — his house— ^^/ horse 
— kis stable — ^/jf gardener, &c. Nothing that 
concerns hims^ can he in^gine to be indifferent 
to you.--* He does my syoftpathy too much honour. 
The woret is, he takes no sort of interest what- 
ever in your horse, house, stable, gardener, &c. If 
you begin a ^discourse, about yOur own household 
econcHny and small matters, he treats it with 
the most mortifying . indifference. He has dis- 
carded all pronouns for the first-personal; His 
inattention, or rather aversion^ to hear, is no more 
than what is a i. proper return to a self-important 
babbler of his own little,concerns; but then, : if 
he will not gime^ why should he expect to i^dive, 
a-hetrisg? . 

** There is no reciprocity in this*" 
Thercf is an egotism of vanity ; but his is not 
that species either. He is not vain of any talent, 
or indeed properly of any thing he possesses ; but 
his doings and sayings, his little pieces of good 
OF. ill luck, the. sickness of his maid, tlie health 
of hi^ pony, the question whether he shall ride 
or walk home to-day to Clapham, the sh^e of 
his hat or make bf his boot ; his poultry, and how 
many eggs th<*y lay daily — are the never ending 
topics of his talk. Your. g6ose might lay golden 
eggs without exciting in him a single curiosity to 
hear about it. 
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The flin He is alike throughout ; his large desk^ which 
of self- abuts on mva^^^nimium viciniy alas ! is a vast 
*** lumber chest composed of every scrap of most 
insigniiicant paper, even to dinner invitation cards, 
every fragment that has been addressed to him, 
or in any way has concerned himself. My elbow 
aches with being perpetually in the way of his 
sudden jerking of it up, which he does incessantly 
to hunt for some wcnthless scrap of the least 
possible self-reference; this he does without notice, 
and without ceremony. I should like to make a 
bonfire of the ungainfiil mass — but I should not 
like it either ; with it would fall down at once all 
the structure of his pride — his fane of Diana, his 
treasure, his calling, the buriness he came into the 

* jorld.tp do. 

A said ben>re,>k>vK<» ig ^ot^aricious — ^not egotisti- 
cal in the vain sense of the^ij^rd either ; there- 
fore the term selfishness, or egotisSfe: " improperly 
applied to his distemper; it is theV^ ^ •^^- 
fiillness. Neither is himself, properly S^^i'^g^ 

conversation is one entire soliloquy ; or it mav bi 

in hi: 'Ti'' ''^^"" ^™^« sc^^^o^qliS 

Be^n . ? ' r "•' ^^ P^"^ sitting by * 
Begin a story, however modeVt, of your own ' 

tn\. J'^"^ «^^ ^^^i« "P ^to hi8^ 

inmnJ? 'T"^^"^^^^ ^d, with shut^ars, £ ^ 
unmoved, self-centered, as remote from your joys 
or sorrows as a Pagod or a Lucretian Jup^/ ^ 

Lepus. 
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REMARKABLE CORRESPONDENT 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE EVERY-DAY BOOK 

CIR, — I am the youngest of Three hundred February 
^ and sixty-^ix brethren— there are no fe^v^ev of ^ 
U8 — who have the honour, in the words of the 
good old Song,, to call the Sun our Dad. You 
have done the rest of our family the favour of 
bestowing an espeeial compliment upon each m^ti- 
ber of it individually — I mean, as far as you have 
gone ; for it ¥rill take you some time .before you 
can make your bow aU round — and I have no 
reason to tJiink it is your intention to neglect any 
of Iks but poor Me. Some you have hung round 
with flowers ; others you have made fine with 
martyrs' palms and saintly garlands* The most 
insignificant of us you have sent away pleased with 
some fitting apologue, or pertinent story. What 
have I done that you dismiss me without mark 
or attribute? What though I make my public 
appearance seldomer than the rest of my brethren i 
I thought that angels' visits had been accounted 
the more precious for their very rarity. Reserve 
was always looked upon as dignified. I am seen 
but once, for four times that my brethren obtrude 
themselves ; making their presence cheap and con- 
temptible, in comparison with the state which I 
keep. 

Am I not a Day (when I do come) to all pur- 
poses as much as any of them ? Decompose, me, 
anatomise me ; you will find that I am constituted 
like the rest. Divide me into twenty-four, and 
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A you will find that I cut up into as many goodly 
neg^ledied hours (or main limbs) as the rest. I too have 
y my arteries and pulses, which are the minutes and 
the seconds. 

It is hard to be dis-familied thus, like Cinderella 
in her rags and ashes, while her sisters flaunted it 
about in cherry-coloured ribbons and favors. My 
brethren forsooth are to be dubbed; one, Saint 
Day ; atiother. Pope Day ; a third. Bis hop Day ; 
the least of them is Squire Day, or Mr Day, 
whSe I am — ^plain Day. Our house. Sir, is a 
very a&cnent one, and t^e least of us is too proud 
to put up with an indignity. What though I am 
but a younger brother in some sense— for the 
youngest of my brethren is by som^ thousand 
years my seniot ^^-^yet I bid fair to inherit as long 
as any of them, while I have the Calendar to 
show ; which, you must understand, is our Title 
Deeds. 

Not content with slurring me over wich a bare 
and naked acknowledgment of my occasional 
visiitation in prose, you have done your b^st to 
deprive me of my verse honours.* In column 310 
of your Book, you quote an antique scroll, leaving 
out the last couplet, as if on purpose to affront 
me. ** Thirty dayd hath September "^—^o you 
transcribe very faithfully for four lines, and most 
invidiously suppress the exceptive clause : — 

Except in Leap Year, that's the time 
When February's days hath twenty and . 



I need not set down the rhyme which should 
follow ; I dare say you know it very well, though 
you were pleased to leave it out. These indigni* 
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( 
ties demand - reparation. While j6\i have time Axinids of 

it will be well for you to make the amende in^jSToifi- 

honorable. Ransack your stories, learned Sir, \ 

pray of you, for some attribute, biographical, 

anecdotical, or floral, to invest me with. Did 

nobody die, or nobody flouri^ — ^was nobody bom 

— ^upon any of my periodical visits to this globe ? 

Does the world stand still as often as I vouchsafe 

to appear ? Am I a blank in the Almanac ? alms 

for oblivion ? If you don't find a flower at least 

to grace me with (a Forget-Me-Not would cheer 

me in my present obscurity), I shall prove the 

worst Day to you you ever saw in yoiu* life : and 

yoiir Work, instead of the title it now vaunts,* 

must be content (every fourth year at least) to go 

by the lame appelktion of 

The Every-Day-but-one-Book. 

Vours, as you treat me, 

Twenty ninth of February. 



CAPTAIN STARKEY 



fo The editor of the ev£ry-bay book 

r\EAR SIR, — -I read your account of this 
^^ unfortunate being, and his forlorn piece of 
self-history,^ with that smile of half-interest 

^ ^ Memoirs of the Life of Benjamin Starkey, late of 
London^ but now an inmtite of the Freemen'4 Hospital an 
Newcastle. Written by himself. With a portrait of the 
author, and a facsimile of his handwriting. Printed and 
sold by William Hall, Great Market, Newcastle," \%\%, 
timo, pp. 14. • • 
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The dd which the Annals of Insignificance excite^ till 
imAooIh I came to where he says **I was bound apprentice 
***•* to Mr William Bird, an eminent writer, and 
Teacher of languages and Mathematics,'* &c.— 
when I started as one: does in the recognition of 
an old acquaintance in a supposed stranger. This, 
then, was that Starkey of whom I have heard my 
sister relate so many pleasant anecdotes; and 
whom, never having seen, I yet seem almost to 
remember. For nearly fifty years she had lost 
all sight of. him — and behold the gentle Usher of 
her youth grown into an aged Beggar, dubbed 
with an opprobrious title, to which he had no pre* 
tentions ; an object and a May game 1 To what 
base purposes, may we not return ! What may 

' not have been the meek creature's sufferings-^ 

what his wandierings — before he finally settled 
down in the comparative comfort of an old 
Hospitaller of the Almonry of Newcastle ! And 

is poor Starkey dead ? 

I was a scholar of that ** eminent writer " that 
he speaks of; but Starkey had quitted the school 
about a ye^ before I came to it. Still the odour 
of his merits had left a fragrancy upon the re- 
collection of the elder pupils. The school-foom 
stands where it did, looking into a discoloured 
dingy garden in the passage leading from Fetter 
Lane into Bartlett's Buildings. It is still a 
School, though the main prop, alas! has fallen 
so tngloriously ; and bears a Latin inscription 
over the entrance in the Lane, which was un- 
known in bur humbler times. Heaven knows 
wha|: ** languages " were taught in it then ; I am 
sure that neither my Sister nor myself brought 



* 
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aoy out of it^ but a little of our native Engliali* Mr 
By ** mathematics/' reader, must be understood ydhia 
•* ciphering." It was in fact a humble day-school, ferwe 
at which reading and writing were taught to us 
boys in the moroing, and the same slender erudi* 
tion was communicated to the girls, our sisters, 
&c. in the evening. Now Starkey presided^ 
under Bird, over both establishments. In my 
time, Mr Cook, now or lately a respectable 
Singer and Performer at Drury-lane Theatre, and 
Nephew to Mr Bird, had succeeded to him. I 
well remember Bird. He was a squat, corpulent, 
middle-sized man, with something of the gentle- 
man about him, and that peculiar mild tone—** 
especially while he was inflicting punishment**- 
which is so much more terrible to children, than 
the angriest looks and gestures. Whippings were 
not frequent ; but when they took place, the correc- 
tion was performed in a private room adjobing, 
where we could only hear the plaints^ but saw 
nothing. This heightened the decorum and the 
solemnity. But the ordinary chastisement was 
the bastinado, a stroke or two on the palm with 
that almost obsolete weapon now — the ferule. 
A fenile was a sort of flat ruler, widened at the 
mflicting end into a shape resembling a pear,^-*but 
nothing like so sweet — with a delectable hole in 
the middle, to raise blisters, like a cupping-glass. 
I have an intense recollection of that disused 
instrument of torture-'-^and' the malignancy, m 
psrbportion to the apparent mildness, with which 
its strokes were applied* The idea of a rod is 
accompanied with something ludicrous ; but . by 
no: process can I look back upon this blister-raiser 
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An (rfd- with any thing but unmingled horror^ — To make 
fa^oned bim look more formidable—if a |)edagogae' had 
^^*® need of these heightenings-^Bird wore one of 
those flowered Indian gowns, formerly in use with 
schoolmasters ; the strange figures uponiwhich we 
used to interpret into hieroglyphics of pain and 
suflPering* But boyish fears apart — Bird I believe 
was in the main a humane and judicious master. 

O, how I remember our legs wedged in to those 
uncomfortable sloping desks, where we sat elbow- 
ing each other — and the injunctions to attain a 
free hand, unattainable in that position ; the first 
copy I wrote after, with its ^moral lesson, ** Art 
improves Nature ; " the sdll earlier; pot-hooks and 
the iiangers, some traces of which I fear may yet 
be apparent in this manuscript ; the ' truant looks 
nde-long to th6' garden, which seemed a mpckery 
of our imprisonment ; the prize for best spellbg 
which had almost tuvned my head, and which to 
tliis day I cannot reflect upon without a vanity, 
whidh I ought to be ashamed of— our little leaden 
inkstands, not separately subsisting, ibut mmk into 
the desks ; the bright, punctually-washed morning 
fingers, darkening gradually with another and 
another ink-spot : What a world of little associated 
circumstances, pains, and pleasures, mingling their 
quotas of pleasure, arise at the reading of those 
few simple words — ",Mr William Bird, an emi- 
nent Writer- and Teacher of languages and mathet- 
matics in Fetter LaneVHolbormi " . 

Poor Starkey, when young, had that peculiar 
stamp of old-^sbionedness in his face, which 
makes it impossible for a beholder to predicate 
any particular age in the object. You can scarce 
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make a guess between seventeen and seven and " If you 
thirty. This antique cast always seems to promise ^^^ "ot 
ill-luck and penury. Yet it seems, he was not ^fjlj??"*^ 
always the abject thing he came to. My Sister, P**^ 
who well remembers him, can hardly forgive Mr 
Thomas Ranson for making an etching so unlike 
her idea of him, when he was a youthful teacher 
at Mr Bird's school. Old age and poverty — a 
life-long poverty she thinks, could at no time have 
so effaced the marks of native gentility, which 
were once so visible in a face, otherwise strikingly 
ugly, thin, and care-worn. From her recollec- 
tions of him, she thinks that he would have 
wanted bread, before he would have begged or 
borrowed a half^penny. If any of the girls (she 
says) who were my school-fellows should be read- 
ing, through their aged spectacles, tidings from 
the dead of their youthful friend Starkey, they 
will feel a pang, as I do, at having teased his 
gentle spirit. They were big girls, it seems, too 
old to attend his instructions with the silence 
necessary; and however old age, and a long 
state of beggary, seem to have reduced his writing 
faculties to a state of imbecility, in those days, 
his language occasionally rose to the bold and 
figurative, for when he was in despair to stop their 
chattering, his ordinary phrase was, ** Ladies, if 
you will not hold your peace, not all the powers 
in heaven can make you." Once he was missing 
for a day or two; he had run away. A litde 
old unhappy-looking man brought him back — it 
was his father — and he did no business in the 
school that day, but sate moping in a comer, with 
his hands before his face ; and the girls, his tor- 
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Crushed mentors, in pity for his case, for the rest of that 
by penury day forbore to annoy him, I had been there but 
a few months (adds she) when Starkey, who was 
the chief instructor of us girJs, communicated to 
U8 a profound secret, that the tragedy of " Cato " 
was shortly to . be acted by the elder boys, and 
that we were to be invited to the representation. 
That Starkey lent a helping hand in fashioning 
the actors, she remembers ; and but for his un- 
fortunate person, he might have had some distin- 
guished part in the scene to enact ; as it was, 
he had the arduous task of prompter assigned to 
him, and his feeble voice was heard clear and dis- 
tinct, repeating the text during the whole per- 
formance. She describes her recollection of the 
cast of characters even now with a relish. Martia, 
by the handsome Edgar Hickman, who afterwards 
went to Africa, and of whom she never after- 
wards heard tidings, — Lucia, by Master Walker, 
whose sister was her particular friend; Cato, by 
John Hunter, a masterly declaimer, but a plain 
boy, and shorter by the head than his two sons 
in the scene, &c. In conclusion, Starkey appears 
to have been one of those mild spirits, which, not 
originally deficient in understanding, are crushed 
by penury into dejection and feebleness. He 
might have proved a useful adjunct, if not an 
ornament to Society, if Fortune had taken him 
into a very little fostering, but wanting that, he 
became a Captain — a by-word — and lived, and 
died, a broken bulrush. 
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THE HUMBLE PETITION OF AN 
UNFORTUNATE DAY 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE EVERY-DAY BOOK 

CIR, I am a poor wronged Day, I appeal to am 

^ you as the general patron of the family of the Georee's- 

Days. The candour with which you attended to Day 

the expostulations of a poor relative of ours — a 

sort of cousin thrice removed ^ — encourages me 

to hope that you will listen to the complaint of a 

Day of rather more consequence. I am the Day^ 

Sir, upon which it pleased the course of nature 

that your gracious Sovereign should be bom. As 

such, before his Accession, I was always observed 

and honoured. But since that happy event, in 

which naturally none had a greater interest than 

myself, a flaw has been discovered in my title. 

My lustrye has been eclipsed, and — to use the 

words of one of your own poets, — 

I fade into the light of common day. 

It seems, that about that time, an Impostor crept 
into Court, who has the effrontery to usurp my 
honours, and to style herself the King^s-birth- 
Day^ upon some shallow pretence that, being St 
Georg^S'Day^ she must needs be King-George's- 
Day also. ^11 -Saints-Day we have heard of, 
ziA n^ll-SouPs-Dayy we are willing to admit; 
but does it follow that this foolish Twenty -third 
of t/ipril must be Jlll-Cjeorge^ s-Day^ and enjoy a 
monopoly of the whole name, from George of 

^ Twenty>nlnth Dty of February. 
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Disorder Cappadocia to George of Leyden, and from 

Bmong George-a-Grcen down to George Dyer ? 
the days j^ j^Qj^-g ^ jj^^i^ oddly that I was discarded not 

long after the dismission of a set of men and 
measures, with whom I have nothing in common. 
I hope no whisperer has insinuated into the ears 
of Royalty, as if I were anything Whiggishly 
inclined, when, in my heart, I abhor all these 
kinds of Revolutions, by which I am sure to be 
the greatest sufferer. 

I wonder my shameless Rival can have the 
face to let the Tower and Park Guns proclaim 
so many big thundering fibs as they do, upon her 

~~- Anniversary — making your Sovereign too to be 

~^- older than he really is by an hundred and odd 
tiays, which is no great compliment one would 
think. Consider if this precedent for ante-dating 
of Births should become general, what confusion 
it must make in the Parish Registers ; what 
crowds of young heirs we should have coming of 
age before they are one-and-twenty, witn number- 
less similar grievances. If these chops and changes 
are suffered, we shall have Lord-Mayor^ s- Day eat- 
ing her custard unauthentically in May, and (juy 
Faux preposterously blazing twice over in the 
'Dog" Days, 

X I humbly submit, that it is not within the 

prerogatives of Royalty itself, to be bom twice 
over. We have read of the supposititious births 
of Princes, but where are the evidences of this 
first Birth ? Why are not the nurses in attend- 
ance, the midwife, &c. produced ? — the silly story 
has not so much as a W arming-Pan to support it. 
My legal advisers, to comfort me, tell me that 
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I have the right on my side ; that I am the true The 
Birth- D ay f and the other Day is only kept. But patient 
what consolation is this to me, as long as this 
naughty kept-creature keeps me out of my dues 
and privileges ? 

Pray take my unfortunate ease into your con- 
sideration, and see that I am restored to my 
lawful Rejoicings, Firings, Bon-Firings, Illumina- 
tions, &c. 

And your Petitioner shall ever pray. 

Twelfth Day of August* 



THE ASS 

jyj R COLLIER, in his "Poetical Decame- 

^ ^ ron," (Third Conversation) notices a tract 

printed in 1595, with the author's initials only, 

A. B., entitled " The Noblenesse of the Asse ; a 

work rare, learned, and excellent." He has 

selected the following pretty passage from it : 

"He (the Ass) refuseth no burthen, he goes 

whither he is sent without any contradiction. He 

lifts not his foote against any one ; he bytes not ; 

he is no fugitive, nor malicious affected. He 

doth all things in good sort, and to his liking that 

hath cause to employ him. If strokes be given 

him, he cares not for them ; . and, as our modern 

poet singeth, 

Thou wouldst (perhaps) he should become thy foe. 

And to that end dost beat him many times : 

He cares not for himselfe, much lesse thy blow.**^ 

^ Who this modern poet was, says Mr C, is a secret 
worth discovering. — The wood -cut on the title of the 
Pamphlet is — an Ass with a leaf of laurel round his neck. 



I9S ESSAYS AND SKETCHES 

"His Certainly Nature, foreseeing the cruel usage 
jerkixi which this useful servant to man should receive at 
fortified" °^^^'^ hand, did prudently in furnishing him with 
a tegument impervious to ordinary stripes. The 
malice of a child, or a weak hand, can make 
feeble impressions on him. His back offers no 
mark to a puny foeman. To a common whip or 
switch his hide presents an absolute insensibility. 
You might as well pretend to scourge a school-boy 
with a tough pair of leather breeches on. His 
jerkin is well fortified. And therefore the Coster- 
mongers, "between the years 1790 and 1800," 
did more politicly than piously in lifting up a 
part of his upper garment. I well remember that 
beastly and bloody custom. I have often longed 
to see one of those .refiners in discipline himself 
at the cart's tail, with just such a convenient spot 
laid bare to the tender mercies of the whipster. 
But since Nature has resumed her rights, it is to 
be hoped that this patient creature does not suffer 
to extremities ; and that, to the savages who still 
belabour his poor carcass with their blows (con- 
sidering the sort of anvil they are laid upon) he 
might in some sort, if he could speak, exclaim 
with the philosopher, ** Lay on : you beat but 
upon the case of Anaxarchus." 

Contemplating this natural safeguard, this forti- 
fied exterior, it is with pain I view the sleek, 
foppish, combed and curried, person of this 
animal, as he is disnaturalized at Watering Places, 
&c. where they affect to make a palfrey of him. 
Fie on all such sophistications ! — It will never do, 
Master Groom. Something of his honest shaggy 
exterior will still peep up in spite of you — his 
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goody rough, native, pine-appie coating. You Hi* 

cannot "refine a 8coq>ion into a fish, though goodly 

you rince it and scour it with ever so cleanly ^'^^^ 
I. » 1 ^ music 

cookery. ^ 

The modern poet quoted by A. B., proceeds 

to celebrate a virtue for which no one to this day 

had been aware that the Ass was remarkable. 

One other gift this beast hath as his owne, 
Wherewith the rest could not be furnished ; 
On man himselfe the same was not bestowne, 
To wit — on him is ne'er engendered 
The hateful! vermine that doth teare the skin, 
And to the bode [body] doth make his passage in. ' 

And truly when one thinks on the suit of 
impenetrable armour with which Nature (like 
Vulcan to another Achilles) has provided him, 
these subtle enemies to our repose would 
have shown some dexterity in getting into Ms 
quarters. As the bogs of Ireland by tradition 
expel toads and reptiles, he may well defy these 
small deer in his fastnesses. It seems the latter 
had not arrived at the exquisite policy adopted 
by the human vermin "between 1790 and 1800." 

But the most singular and delightful gift of 
the Ass, according to the writer of this pamphlet, 
is his vaice; the "goodly, sweet, and continual 
brayings " of which, " whereof they forme a 
melodious and proportionable kinde of musicke," 
seem to have affected him with no. ordinary 
pleasure. " Nor thinke I," he adds, " that any of 
Qur immoderne'musitians can deny, but that th^ir 
song is full of exceeding pleasure to be heard ; 
because therein is to be discerned both concord, 

^ Milton : from memory. 
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"Anti- discord, singing in the meane, the beginning to 
music " aing in large compasse, then following into rise 
and fall, the halfe note, whole note, musicke of 
five voices, firme singing by four voices, three 
together or one voice and a halfe. Then their 
variable contrarieties amongst them, when one 
delivers forth a long tenor, or a short, the pausing 
for time, breathing in measure, breaking the minim 
or very least moment of time. Last of all to heare 
the musicke of five or six voices chaunged to so 
many of Asses is amongst them to heare a song 
of world without end." 

There is no accounting for ears ; or for that 
laudable enthusiasm with which an Author is 
tempted to invest a favourite subject with the 
most incompatible perfections. I should other- 
wise, for my own taste, have been inclined rather 
to have given a place to these extraordinary 
musicians at that banquet of nothing-less-than- 
sweet-sounds, imagined by old Jeremy Collier, 
(Essays, 1698, part 2. on Music,) where, after de- 
scribmg the inspiriting effects of martial music in a 
battle, he hazards an ingenious conjecture, whether 
a sort of t/fnti-music might not be invented, which 
should have quite the contrary effect of " sinking 
the spirits, shaking the nerves, curdling the blood, 
and inspiring despair and cowardice and consterna- 
tion. 'Tis probable," he says, "the roaring of 
lions, the warbling of cats and screech-owls, 
together with a mixture of the howling of dogs, 
judiciously imitated and compounded, might go a 
great way in this invention." The dose, we con- 
fess, is pretty potent, and skilfully enough prepared. 
But what shall we say to the Ass of Silenus 



IN RE SQUIRRELS 201 

(quoted by Tims), who, if we may trast to classic The 
lore, by his own proper sounds, without thanks to Tinman s 
cat or 8creech-owl> dismaied and put to rout a cjl^^ 
whole army of giants ? Here was ^nti-^nusic 
with a vengeance ; a whole Pan-Dis-Harmomcon 
in a single lungs of leather ! 

But I keep you trifling too long on this Asinine 
•ubject. I have already passed the Pons Mnorumi 
and will desist, remembering the old. pedantic pun 
of Jem Boyer, my schoolmaster : — 

Ass in prasenti seldom makes a wise man in 
futuro. 



IN RE SQUIRRELS 

TXT'HAT is done with the Cages with the 
^ ^ climbing Squirrel and bells to them, which 
were formerly the indispensable appendage to the 
outside of a Tinman's shop, and were, in fact, 
the only Live Signs \ One, we believe, still 
hangs out on Holborn ; but they are fast vanishing 
with the good old modes of our ancestors. They 
seem to have been superseded by that still more 
ingenious refinement of modern humanity — the 
Tread-mill ; in which human Squirrels still per- 
form a similar round of ceaseless, improgressive 
clambering, which must be nuts to them. 

We almost doubt the fact of the teeth of this 
creature being so purely orange-coloured as Mr 
Urban's correspondent gives out. One of our old 
poets — and they were pretty sharp observers of 
nature — describes them as brown. But perhaps 
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Fallacies the naturalist referred to meant " of the colour of 
a Maltese orange," ^ which is rather more obfus- 
cated than your fruit of Seville, or St Michael's ; 
and may help to reconcile the difference. We 
cannot speak from observation ; but we remember 
at school getting our fingers into the orangery of 
one of these little gentry (not having a due caution 
erf" the traps set there), and the result proved 
sourer than lemons. The Author of the Task 
somewhere speaks of their anger as being "insig- 
nificantly fierce," but we found the demonstration 
of it on this occasion quite as significant as we 
desired ; and have not been disposed since to look 
any of these "gift horses" in the mouth. Maiden 
aunts keep these " small deer " as they do parrots, 
to bite people's fingers, on purpose to give them 
good advice "not to adventure so near the cage 
another time." As for their "six quavers divided 
into three quavers and a dotted crotchet," I sup- 
pose, they may go into Jeremy Bentham's next 
budget of Fallacies, along with the "melodious 
and proportionable kinde of musicke " Recorded in 
your last number of another highly gifted animal. 

1 Fletcher in the "Faithful Shepherdess." The satyr 
offers to Clorin, 

— »—Grapcs whose lusty blood 

Is the learned poet's good, 

Sweeter yet did never crown 

The head of Bacchus ; nuts more brown 

Than the squirrels* teeth that cracks them. 
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THE MONTHS 

D UMMAGING over the contents of an old A 
^^ stall at a half book^ half old iron shop^ in an |^,^^}f^ 
alley leading from Wardour-strect to Soho-square 
yesterday, I lit upon a ragged duodecimo, which 
had been the strange delight of my infancy, and 
which I had lost sight of for more than forty 
years: — the "Queen-like Closet, or Rich 
Cabinet ; " written by Hannah Woolly, and 
printed for R. C. and T. S. i68i ; being an 
abstract of receipts in cookery, confectionary, 
cosmetics, needlework, morality, and all such 
branches of what were then considered as female 
accomplishments. The price demanded was six- 
pence, which the owner (a little squab duodecimo 
of a character himself) enforced with the assur- 
ance that his "own mother should not have it 
for a farthing less." On my demurring at this 
extraordinary assertion, the dirty little vender re- 
enforced his assertion with a sort of oath, which 
seemed more than the occasion demanded : " and 
now (said he) I have put my soul to it." Pressed 
by so solemn an asseveration, I could no longer 
resist a demand which seemed to set me, however 
unworthy, upon a level with his dearest relations ; 
and depositing a tester, I bore away the tattered 
prize in triumph. I remembered a gorgeous de- 
scription of the twelve months of the year, which 
I thought would be a fine substitute for those 
poetical descriptions of them which your Ever^ 
T>ay Book had nearly exhausted out of Spenser, 
This will be a treat, thought I, for friend Hone. 
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Hints to To memory they seemed no less fantastic and 
artists splendid than the other. But, what are the mis- 
takes of childhood! — on reviewing them, they 
turned out to be only a set of common-place 
receipts for working the seasons, months, heathen 
gods and goddesses, &c., in samplers ! Yet as an 
instance of the homely occupations of our great- 
grandmothers, they may be amusing to some 
readers : ^' I have seen," says the notable Hannah 
Woolly, "such Ridiculous things done in work, 
as it is an abomination to any Artist to behold. 
As for example : You may find in some Pieces, 
Mraham and Sarahy and many other Persons of 
Old time, Cloathed as they go now-a-daies, and 
truly sometimes worse; for they most resemble 
the Pictures on Ballads. Let all Ingenious 
Women have regard, that when they work any 
Image, to represent it aright. First, let it be 
Drawn well, and then observe the Directions 
which are given by Knowing Men. I do assure 
you, I never durst work any Scripture-Story 
without informing my self from the Ground of 
it ; nor any other Story, or single Person, without 
informing my self both of the Visage and Habit ; 
AslfoUoweth. 

" If you work Jupiter^ the Imperial feigned (jodj 
He must have long, Black-Curled hair, a Purple 
Garment trimmed with Gold, and sitting upon a 
Golden Throne, with bright yellow Clouds about 
him.'^ 

The Twelve Months of the Tear. 

March, Is drawn in Tawny, with a fierce as- 
pect, a Helmet upon his head, and leaning on a 
Spade ; and a Basket of Garden Seeds in his 
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Left hand, and in his Right hand the Sign of The 
Aries ; and Winged. months 

JpriL A Young Man in Green, with a Gar- ^^J^^ 
land of Mirtle and Hawthorn-buds ; Winged ; ^ 
in one hand Primroses and Violets, in the other 
the Sign Taurus. 

May, With a Sweet and lovely Countenance ; 
clad in a Robe of White and Green, embroidered 
with several Flowres, upon his Head a garland 
of all manner of Roses ; on the one hand a 
Nightingale, in the other a Lute. His sign must 
be ^emini. 

June. In a Mantle of dark Grass green ; upon 
his Head a garland of Bents, Kings-Cups, and 
Maidenhair ; in his Left hand an Angle, with 
a box of Cantharides ; in his Right, the Sign 
Cancer; and upon his arms a Basket of season- 
able Fruits. 

July. In a Jacket of light Yellow, eating 
Cherries ; with his Face and Bosom Sun-burnt ; 
on his Head a wreath of Centaury and wild 
Tyme ; a Scythe on his shoulder, and a bottle 
at his girdle ; carrying the Sign Leo. 

August. A Young Man of Fierce and Cholcfick 
aspect, in a Flame-coloured Garment ; upon his 
Head a garland of Wheat and Rye, upon his 
Arm a Basket of all manner of ripe Fruits, at 
his Belt a Sickle. His Sign Virgo. 

September. A merry and chereful Countenance, 
in a Purple Robe, upon his Head a Wreath of 
red and white Grapes, in his Left hand a handfid 
of Oats, withal carrying a Horn of Plenty, full 
of all manner of ripe Fruits ; in his Right hand 
the Sign Libra. 
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To dress October. In a Garment of Yellow and Carna- 

a chimney tion, upon his head a garland of Oak-leaves with 

Akorns, in his Right hand the Sign Scorpio^ in 

his Left hand a Basket of Medlars, Services, and 

Chestnuts ; and any other Fruits then in Season. 

November, In a Garment of Changeable Green 
and Black, upon his Head a garland of Olives, 
with the Fruit in his Left hand. Bunches of 
Parsnips and Turnips in his Right. His Sign 
Sagittarius, 

December, A horrid and fearful aspect, clad in 
Irish-Rags, or coarse Freez girt unto him, upon 
his Head three or four Night-Caps, and over 
them a Turkish Turbant; his Nose red, his 
Mouth and Beard clog'd with Isicles, at his back 
a bundle of Holly, Ivy, or Mistletoe, holding in 
fur'd Mittens the Sign of Capricomus, 

January, Clad all in White, as the Earth 
looks with the Snow, blowing his nails ; in his 
Left Arm a Bilet, the Sign ^4quarius standing 
by his side. 

February, Cloathed in a dark Skie-colour, 
carrying in his Right hand the Sign Pisces. 

The following receipt, " To dress up a Chimney 
very fine for the Summer time^ as I have done many^ 
and they have been liked very well^^ may not be un- 
profitable to the housewives of this century, 

" First, take a pack-thred, and fasten it even 
to the inner part of the Chimney, so high as that 
you can see no higher as you walk up and down 
the House ; you must drive in several Nails to 
hold up all your work ; then get good store of 
old green Moss from Trees, and melt an equal 
proportion of Bees-wax and Rosin together, and 



i 
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while it is hot, dip the wrong ends of the Moss " Old and 

b it, and presently clap it upon your pack-'thred, pret^" 

and press it down hard with your hand ; you 

must make hast, else it will cool before you can 

fasten it, and then it will fall down ; do so all 

around where the pack-thred goes ; and the next 

row you must joyn to that, so that it may seem 

all in one ; thus do till you have finished it down 

to the bottom : then take some other kind of 

Moss, of a whitish-KTolour and stiff, and of several 

sorts or kinds, and place that upon the other, 

here and there carelessly, and in some places 

put a good deal, and some a little ; then any 

kind of fine Snail-shels, in which the Snails are 

dead, and little Toad stools, which are very old, 

and look like Velvet, or any other thing that was 

eld and pretty ; place it here and there as your 

fancy serves, and fasten all with Wax and Rosin. 

Then for the Hearth of your Chimney, you may 

lay some Orpan-sprigs in order all over, and it 

will grow as it lies ; and according to the Season, 

get what flowers you can, and stick in as if they 

grew, and a few sprigs of Sweet-Bryer : the 

Flowers you must renew every Week ; but the 

Moss will last all the Summer, till it will be time 

to make a fire ; and the Orpan will last near two 

Months. A Chimney thus done doth grace a 

Room exceedingly." 

One phrase in the above should particularly 
recommend it to such of your female readers, as, 
in the nice language of the day, have done growing 
some'time : '^ little toad-stools, &c. and any thing 
that is old and prettyJ* Was ever antiquity so 
smoothed over ? The culinary recipes have nothing 
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Hints to remarkable in them, except the costliness of them. 

servants Every thing (to the meanest meats) is sopped in 
claret, steeped in claret, basted with claret, as if 
claret were as cheap as ditch water. I remember 
Bacon recommends opening a turf or two in your 
garden walks, and pouring into each a bottle of 
claret, to recreate the sense of smelling, being no 
less grateful than beneficial. We hope the 
chancellor of the exchequer will attend to this 
in his next reduction of French wines, that we 
may once water our gardens with right Bourdeaux. 
The medical recipes are as whimsical as they are 
cruel. Our ancestors were not at all effeminate 
on this head. Modem sentimentalists would shrink 
at a cock plucked and bruised in a mortar alive, 
to make a cuUis ; or a live mole baked in an oven 
(be sure it be alive) to make a powder for con- 
sumption. — But the whimsicalest of all are the 
directions to servants — (for this little book is a 
compendium of all duties,) — the footman is 
seriously admonished not to stand lolling against 
his master's chair, while he waits at table ; for 
<< to lean on a chair, when they wait, is a particular 
favour shown to any superior servant, as the chief 
gentleman, or the waiting woman when she rises 
from the table." Also he must not "hold the 
plates before his mouth to be defiled with his 
breath, nor touch them on the right [inner] 
side." Surely Swift must have seen this little 
treatise. 

Hannah concludes with the following address, 
by which the self-estimate which she formed of 
her usefulness, may be calculated : — 
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*' Ladiet^ I hope you're pleas'd and so shall I A notsable 

If what I've writ, you may be gainers by :- chan^tcr 

If not ; it is your fault, it is not mine, 
Your benefit in this I do design. 
Much labour and much time it hath me cost, 
Therefore I beg, let none of it be lost. 
The money you shall pay for this my book. 
You'll not repent of, when in it you look. 
No more at present to you I shall say, 
But wish you all the happiness I may. 

"H. W." 



REMINISCENCE OF SIR JEFFERY 

DUNSTAN 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE EVERY-DAV BOOK 

' I *0 your account of Sir JefFery Dunstan, in 
"'' columns 829-30 (where, by an unfortunate 
Erratum the effigies of two Sir Jefferjs appear, 
when the uppermost figure is clearly meant for 
Sir Harry Dimsdale) you may add, that the 
writer of this has frequently met him in his latter 
days, about 1790 or 1791, returning in an even- 
ing, after his long day's itineracy, to his domicile 
— a wretched shed in the most beggarly purlieu 
of Bethnal Green, a little on this side the Mile- 
end Turnpike. The lower figure in that leaf 
most correctly describes his then appearance, ex- 
cept that no graphic art can convey an idea of the 
general squalor of it, and of his bag (his constant 
concomitant) in particular. Whether it contained 
"old wigs" at that time I know not, but it seemed 
a fitter repository for bones snatched out of kennels. 
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Worn- than for any part of a Gentleman's dress even at 
out popu- second hand. 

*^^^ The Ex-member for Garrat was a melancholy 
instance of a great man whose popularity is worn 
out. HeTstill carried his sack, but it seemed a 
part of his identity rather than an implement of 
his profession ; a badge of past grandeur ; could 
any thing have divested him of /A?/, he would 
have shown a ''poor forked animal" indeed. 
My life upon it, it contained no curls at the time 
I speak of. The most decayed and spiritless 
remnants of what was once a peruke would have 
scorned the filthy case; would absolutely have 
"burst its cearments." No, it was empty, or 
brought home bones, or a few cinders possibly. 
A strong odour of burnt bones, I remember, 
blended with the scent of horse-ilesh seething 
into dog's meat, and only relieved a little by 
the breathings of a few brick-kilns, made up the 
atmosphere of the delicate suburban spot, which 
this great man had chosen for the last scene of 
his earthly vanities. The cry of ** old wigs " had 
ceased with the possession of any such fripperies ; 
his sack might have contained not unaptly a little 
mould to scatter upon that grave, to which he 
was now advancing ; but it told of vacancy and 
desolation. His quips were silent too, and his 
brain was empty as his sack ; he slank along, and 
seemed to decline piopular observation. If a few 
boys followed him, it seemed rather from habit, 
than any expectation of fiin. 

Alas ! how changed from A/m, 
The life of humour, and the soul of whim. 
Gallant and ^ay on Garrat's hustings proud. 
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But it is thus that the world rewards its farourites Hissed in 
in decay. What faults he had, I know not. I kindness 
have heard something of a peccadillo or so. But 
some little deviation from the precise line of rec- 
titude, might have been winked at in so tortuous 
and stigmatic a frame. Poor Sir JefFery ! it were 
well if some M.P.'s in earnest have passed their 
Parliamentary existence with no more offences 
against integrity than could be laid to thy charge ! 
A fair dismissal was thy due, not so unkind a 
degradation ; some little snug retreat, with a bit 
of green before thine eyes, and not a burial alive 
in the fetid beggaries of Bethnal. Thou wouldst 
have ended thy days in a manner more appropriate 
to thy pristine dignity, installed in munificent 
mockery (as in mock honors you had lived) — a 
Poor Knight of Windsor I 

Every distinct place of public speaking de- 
mands an oratory peculiar to itself. The forensic 
fails within the walls of St Stephen. Sir JefFery 
was a living instance of this, for in the flower of 
his popularity, an attempt was made to bring him 
out upon the stage (at which of the winter theatres 
I forget, but I well remember the anecdote) in 
the part of Doctor Last, The announcement 
drew a crowded house ; but notwithstanding in- 
finite tutoring — by Foote, or Garrick, I forget 
which — when the curtain drew up, the heart of 
Sir JefFery failed, and he faultered on, and made 
nothing of his part, till the hisses of the house 
at last in very kindness dismissed him from the 
boards. Great as his parliamentary eloquence 
had shown itself, brilliantly as his off-hand sallies 
had sparkled on a hustings ; they here totally 
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Accord- failed him. Perhaps he had an aversion to 

ingr *®-^* borrowed wit ; and, like my Lord Foppington, 

ler^^ disdained to entertain himself (or others) with the 

forced products of another man's brain. Your 

man of quality is more diverted with the natural 

sprouts of his own. 



OF MAID MARIAN AND 
ROBIN HOOD 



The following communication from a ** matter-of-fact*' 
correspondent, controverts an old dramatist's authority on 
an historical point. It should be recollected, however, that 
poets have large license, and that few playwrights strictly 
adhere to facts without injury to poetical character and 
feeling. The letter is curious, and might suggest an 
amusing parallel in the manner of Plutarch, between the 
straight-forward character and the poetical one. 

TO THE EDITOR 

CIR, — Having been in the country during the 
^ publication of the first parts of the Table 
Book, I have but now just bought them ; and on 
perusing them, I find in Part L, col. 1I2 infri, 
Mr C. Lamb's first specimen of the Garrick 
Plays, called " King John and Matilda ; " where- 
in the said Matilda, the daughter of the old baron 
Fitzwater,^ is supposed to be poisoned by King 
John's order, in a nunnery. She is specially en- 
titled therein as " immaculate "^— " Virtue's white 
virgitiy^ — and " maid and martyr." Now, sir, I 

^ This is an error of the poet's. His real name was 
Fitz- Walter, /.e., the son of JValter, 
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presume it to be well-known, that in the best A notable 
legends extant of the times of Richard I. and ^K^^ 
John, this identical Matilda, or Maud Fitzwater, 
is chronicled as the cSere amie and companion of 
the outlawed Robert Fitzooth, Earl of Hunting- 
don, whom as " Robin Hood," she followed as 
'' Maid Marian " ; and with whom, on his 
restoration of his honours by King Richard, 
(to his earldom and estates) she intermarried, and 
became Countess of Huntingdon, and was in 
every respect a wife, though we have no records 
whether she ever became a mother ; and that 
when by King John the Earl was again out- 
lawed, and driven to the wilds of Sherwood 
forest, his countess also again shared his misfor- 
tunes and a second time took the name of '' Maid 
Marian," (then rather a misnomer,) as he did that 
of " %obin Hood:' 

.. Durmg the first outlawry of Robin Hood, and 
while Marian, or more properly Matilda, was yet 
a maid, John (then prince John, Richard being in 
Palestine) made overtures to the old baron Fitz- 
walter for his daughter as a mistress, and being 
refused, and finding she was in the society of 
Robin Hood and his merry men, attacked them, 
and a bloody fray ensued ; during which John 
and Matilda (in the male costume of forest green) 
met, and fought : John required her to yield, and 
she as reisolutely desired him, in a reproachful 
taunt, to win her first, and so stoutly did she 
belabour him, as the rest of the foresters did his 
party also, that he was constrained to yield, and 
to withdraw from a contest in which nothing was 
to be got but blows. 
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Maid We hear nothing more of any attempts of 
Marian'^ John's to molest her or her party till after the 
^^ death of Richard, and his own accession to the 
throne, when he spitefully ousted the Earl and 
Countess from their honours and possessions, and 
confiscated all to his own use ; and thus this un- 
fortunate pair, as I have above stated, were again 
constrained to quit the castle for the forest. 

But it is certain, that long before John be- 
came King, Matilda, alias Maud, alias Marian, 
had ceased to be a maid ; and we have no 
accounts of any attempts whatsoever made by 
King John upon or against the quondam Matilda 
Fitzwalter, afterwards alternately Maid Marian 
and Countess of Huntingdon. Indeed all the 
legends of Robin Hood's life present "Maid 
Marian," as having lived with him unmolested by 
any such attempts during the whole of his second 
outlawry, and as having sutvived Robin's tragical 
end ; though of her subsequent fate they are all 
silent, expressing themselves indeed ignorant of 
what was her destiny. Certainly she may then 
have retired into a nunnery, but at all events not 
as Matilda Fitzwalter ; for she had been legally 
married and formally acknowledged by Richard I. 
as Countess of Huntingdon ; and as she spent 
the best part of her fellowship with her husband 
in Sherwood forest under her romantic forest 
appellation, it is scarcely probable that she would 
resume her title on entering into a nunnery. I 
would presume, therefore, that however and 
wherever she ended her days, it must have been 
under the cognomen of "Aftf/V Marian." As 
her husband lived for some years in the forest 
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after the accession of John, I would think it Could 
scarcely likely, that after such a great lapse of ther e be 
time, and after the change had taken place in S^^-n- p 
Matilda both as regards her worldly station and 
age, and I should presume person (from such a 
continual exposure to the air and weather,) John 
should renew any attempt upon her. I should 
therefore feel exceedingly gratified if either your- 
self or Mr C. Lamb could adduce any historical 
facts to reconcile all the discrepancies, and to 
show how the facts, as supposed in the play of 
*^ King John and Matilda," could, in the natural 
course of events, and in the very teeth of the 
declarations made in the history of Robin Hood 
and his consort, have taken place. 

Mark this also ; — the historians of Robin Hood 
and Marian (and their history was written, if not 
by contemporaries, yet in the next generation ; 
nor is it likely that such a renowned personage 
should be unnoticed in chronicles for any space of 
time) all declare that they could not ascertam the 
fate of Marian after the death of Robin. His 
death and burial are well known, and the inscrip- 
tion to his memory is still extant ; but sAe was 
lost sight of from the time of his decease. How 
comes it, then, that Robert Davenport, in the 
seventeenth century, should be so well informed, 
as to know that Matilda ended her days in a 
numiery by poison administered by order of King 
John, when there is no tradition extant of the time 
and manner of her de^se ? We have no other 
authority than this of Davenport's tragedy on the 
subject ; and I should, therefore, be inclined to 
think that he was misinformed, and that the event 
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Where recorded by him never happened. And as to its 
*J*^^ being another Matilda Fitzwalter, it is highly prc- 
proofs r posterous to imagine. Is it likely that at the 
same time there should be two barons of that 
name and title, each haying a daughter named 
Matilda or Maud? Davenport calls his baron 
the old baron Fitz water ; and the father of Maid 
Marian is described as the old baron ; both must, 
therefore, have lived in the reign of Richard I., 
and also in that of John till their death; Indeed, 
we have proof that the baron was alive in John's 
reign, because Richard I. having restored him at 
the same time that he pardoned Fitzooth, John 
dispossessed them both on his accession. 

I think it, therefore, highly improbable that 
there should have been so remarkable a coincidence 
as two barons Fitzwalter, and two Matildas at the 
same time, and both the latter subject to the 
unwelcome addresses of John ; consequently I 
cannot give credence, without proofs^ to the inci- 
dent in Davenport's play. — I am, sir, respectfiilly 

y^""' "The Veiled Spirit." 

May i7ih, 1827. 

P. 5. — Since writing the above, my friend 
F. C. N. suggests to me, that there was a baron 
Fitzwalter in John's reign, proprietor of Castle 
Baynard, whose daughter Matilda John saw at a 
tourney, and being smitten with her charms, pro- 
posed to her father for her as his mistress (pre- 
cisely the events connected with Maid Marian) ; 
and, being refused, he attacked Castle Baynard, and 
ultimately destroyed it. However, for the reasons 
I have before stated, I am decidedly of opinion, 
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that if such a baron was proprietor of Castle Earlier 
Baynard, it must have been the father of Maid traditions 
Marian, as I cannot suppose there were two* I 
cannot precisely remember, nor have I anything 
to refer to, but I believe it was at a tourney some- 
where that Prince John first saw Maud* 

II 

Sir, — A correspondent in your last number rather 
hastily asserts that there is no other authority than 
Davenport's Tragedy for the poisoning of Matilda 
by King John. It oddly happens, that in the same 
number appears an extract from a play of Hey- 
wood's, of an older date, in two parts, in which 
play the fact of such poisoning, as well as her 
identity with Maid Marian, are equally established. 
Michael Drayton, also, hath a legend confirmatory 
(so far as poetical authority can go) of the violent 
manner of her death. But neither he nor Daven- 
port confounds her with Robin's mistress. Besides 
the named authorities, old Fuller, I think, some- 
where relates, as matter of chronicle-history, that 
old Fitzwater (he is called Fitzwater both in 
Heywood and in Davenport), being banished 
after his daughter's murder, — some years subse- • 
quently. King John, at a tournament in France, 
being delighted with the valiant bearing of a 
combatant in the lists, and enquiring his name, 
was told it was his old servant, die banished Fitz- 
water, who desired nothing more heartily than to 
be reconciled to his liege, and an affecting re- 
conciliation followed^ In the common collection, 
called "Robin Hood's Garland" (I have not 
seen Ritson's), no mention is made, if I remember^ 
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A GHpin of the nobility of Marian. Is she not the daughter 
episode of old Squire Gamwell, of Gamwell Hall? 
Sorry that I cannot gratify the curiosity of your 
*^ disembodied spirit " (who, as such, is, methinks, 
sufHciently ** veiled " from our notice) with more 
authentic testimonies, I rest, — Your humble 
Abstracter, C. L. 



MRS GILPIN RIDING TO 
EDMONTON 

Then Mrs Gilpin sweetly said 

Unto her children three, 
" I'll clamber o'er this style so high, 

And you climb after me." 

But having climb'd unto the top, 

She could ho further go, 
But sate, to every passer by 

A spectacle and show : 

Who said '* Your spouse and you this day 

Both show your horsemanship, 
And if you stay till he comes back, 

Your horse will need no whip." 

T^HE sketch, here engraved, (probably from 
^ the poet's friend, Romney,) was found with 
the above three stanzas in the handwriting of 
Cowper, among the papers of the late Mrs Unwin. 
It is to be regretted that no more was found of 
this little Efisode^ as it evidently was intended to 
be, to the ** Diverting History of Johnny Gilpin." 
It is to be supposed that Mrs Gilpin, in the interval 
between dinner and tea, finding the time to hang 
upon her hands during her husband's involuntary 
excursion, rambled out with the children into the 
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fields at the back of the Bell, (as what could be The 
more natural ?) and at one of these high auk ward Town 
styles, for which Edmonton is so proverbially u..!ij-^j 
famed, the embarrassment represented, so morti- styles 
fying to a substantial City madam, might have 
happened ; a predicament, which leaves her in a 
state, which is the very Antipodes to that of her 
too loco-motive husband ; in fact she rides a 
restive horse. — Now I talk of Edmonton styles, 
I must speak a little about those of Enfield, its 
next neighbour, which are so ingeniously contrived 
— every rising bar to the top becoming more 
protuberant than the one under it — that it is 
impossible for any Christian climber to get over 
without bruising his (or her) shins as many times 
as there are bars. These inhospitable invitations 
to a Hayed skin, are planted so thickly too, and 
are so troublesomely importunate at every little 
paddof.k here, that this, with more propriety than 
Thebes of old, might be entitled Hecatompolis : 
the Town of the Hundred Gates or Styles, 

A Sojourner at Enfield. 
July 16, 1827. 



LONDON FOGS 

TN a well mix'd Metropolitan Fog, there is 
* something substantial and satisfying — ^you can 
feel what you breathe, and see it too. It is like 
breathing water, as we may fancy the fishes do. 
And then the taste of it, when dashed with a fine 
season of sea-coal smoke, is far from insipid. 
It is also meat and drink at the same time; 
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''True something between egg-flip and Omelette souffl^e^ 
London ijut much more digestible than either. Not that 
P**?^^ I would recommend it medicinally — especially to 
persons that have queasy stomachs, delicate nerves 
and afflicted with bile ; but for persons of a good 
robust habit of body, and not dainty withal (which 
such, by the by, never are), there is nothing 
better in its way. And it wraps you all round 
like a cloak, too — a patent waterproof one, which 
no rain ever penetrated. No ; I maintain that a 
real London Fog is a thing not to be sneezed at 
— if you can help it. 

Mem. — As many spurious imitations of the 
above are abroad, such as Scotch Mists, and the 
like, which are no less deleterious than disagree- 
able, please to ask for the ''true London par- 
ticular," as manufactured by Thames, Coal Gas, 
Smoke, Steam and Co. — None others are genuine. 



SATURDAY NIGHT 

'npHERE is a Saturday Night — I speak not to 
'*' the admirers of Burns — erotically or theo- 
logically considered ; his of the " Cotter's " may 
be a very charming picture, granting it to be but 
half true. Nor speak I now of the Saturdav 
Night at Sea, which Dibdin hath dressed up with 
a gusto more poignant to the mere nautical palate 
of im-Calvinized South Britons. Nor that it is 
marketing night with the pretty tripping Servant- 
maids all over London, who, with judicious and 
economic eye, select the white and well-blown 
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fiUet, that the blue-aproned contunder of the calf The 
can safely recommend as "prime veal," and which achool- 
they are to be sure not to over-brown on the g f^ja 
morrow. Nor speak I of the hard-handed night 
Artisan, who on this night receives the pittance 
which is to furnish the neat Sabbatical dinner — 
not always reserved with Judaical rigor for that 
laudable purpose, but broken in upon, perchance, 
by inviting pot of ale, satisfactory to the present 
orifice. These are alleviatory, care-consoling. 
But the Hebdomadal Finale which I contemplate 
hath neither comfort nor alleviation in it ; I pro- 
nounce it, from memory, altogether punitive, and 
to be abhorred. It is — Saturday Night to the 
School-boy! 

\ Cleanliness, saith some sage man, is next to 
Godliness. It may be ; but how it came to sit 
so very near, is the marvel. Methinks some of 
the more human virtues might have put in for a 
place 'tefore it. Justice — Humanity — Temper- 
ance — are positive qualities ; the courtesies and 
little civil offices of life, had I been Master of 
the Ceremonies to that Court, should have sate 
above the salt in preference to a mere negation. 
I confess there is something wonderfiilly refresh- 
ing, in warm countries, in the act of ablution. 
Those Mahometan washings — how cool to the 
imagination ! but in all these superstitions, the 
action itself, if not the duty, is voluntary. But 
to be washed perforce ; to have a detestable 
flannel rag soaked in hot water, and redolent of 
the very coarsest coarse soap, ingrained with hard 
beads for torment, thrust into your mouth, eyes, 
nostrils — positively Burking you, under pretence 
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Gr«ad- of cleansing — substituting soap for dirt, the worst 

motherly dirt of the two — making your poor red eyes smart 

^'^^ all night, that they may look out brighter on the 

Sabbath mom, for their clearness was the effect 

of pain more than cleanliness. — Could this be 

true religion ? 

The tender mercies of the wicked are cruel. 
I am always disposed to add, so are those of 
Grandmothers. Mine — the Print has made her 
look rather too young — had never-failing pretexts 
of tormenting children for their good. I was a 
chit then ; and I well remember when a fly had 
got into a corner of my eye, and I was complain- 
ing of it to her, the old Lady deliberately pounded 
two ounces or more of the finest loa# sugar that 
could be got, and making me hold open the eye 
as wide as I could — all innocent of her purpose — 
she blew from delicate white paper, with a full 
breathy the whole saccharine contents iqto the 
part afflicted, saying, "There, now the fly i* out." 
'Twas most true — a legion of blue-botdes, with 
the prince of flies at their head, must have dis- 
lodged with the torrent and deluge of tears which 
followed. I kept my own counsel, and my fly 
in my eye when I had got one, in future, without 
troubling her dulcet applications for the remedy. 
Then her medicine-case was a perfect magazine 
of tortures for infants. She seemed to have no 
notion of the comparatively tender drenches which 
young internals require — her potions were any 
thing but milk for babes. Then her sewing up 
of a cut finger — pricking a whitloe before it was 
ripe, because she could not see well, — with the 
aggravation of the pitying tone she did it in. 
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But of all her nostrums — rest her soul — ^nothing Good 
came up to the Saturday Night's flannel — that actions — 
rude fragment of a Whitney blanket. Wales Zj^^^ 
spins none so coarse-*-thru8t into the corners of na^ 
a weak child's eye with soap that might hare 
absterged an Ethiop, whitened the hands of 
Duncan's She - murderer, and scowered away 
Original Sin itself. A faint image of my pen- 
ance you see in the Print — but the Artist has 
sunk the flannel — the Age, I suppose, is too 
nice to bear it : and he has faintly shadowed the 
expostulatory suspension of the razor-strap in the 
hand of my Grandfather, when my pains and 
clamours had waxed intolerable. Peace to the 
Shades of them both ! and if their well-meaning 
souls had need of cleansing when they quitted 
earth, may the process of it have been milder 
than that of my old Purgatorial Saturday Night's 
path to the Sabbatical rest of the morrow ! 

Nepos. 
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' I *HE greatest pleasure I know, is to do a 
^ good action by stealth, and to have it found 
out by accident. 

'Tis unpleasant to meet a beggar. It is painful 
to deny him ; and if you relieve him, it is so 
much out of your pocket. 

Men marry for fortune, and sometimes to please 
their fancy ; but, much oftener than is suspected. 
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** Fami- they ccmsider what the world will say of it ; how 
tare such a woman in their friends' eyes will look at 

''"Imfirir *^^ ^^^^ ^^ * table. Hence we see so many in- 

j^^ sipid beauties made wives of, that could not have 

matdies struck the particular fancy of any man, that had 

any fancy at all. These I call fiimiture wives s 

as men buy fiimiture pictures^ because they suit 

this or that niche in their dining parlours. 

Your universally cried-up beauties are the very 
last choice which a man of taste woidd make. 
What pleases all, cannot have that individual 
charm which makes this or that countenance 
engaging to you, and to you only, perhaps you 
know not why. What gained die fair Gunnings' 
titled husbands, who, after all, turned out very 
sorry wives ? Popular repute. 

It is a sore trial when a daughter shall marry 
against her father's approbation. A little hard- 
heartedness, and aversion to a reconcilement, is 
almost pardonable. After all. Will Dockwray's 
way is perhaps the wisest. His best-loved 
daughter made a most imprudent match ; in fact, 
eloped with the last man in the world that her 
father would have wished her to marry. All the 
world said that he would never speak to her again. 
For months she durst not write to him, much less 
come near him. But, in a casual rencounter, he 
met her in the streets of Ware; — Ware, that 
will long remember the mild virtues of William 
Dockwray, Esq. What said the parent to his 
disobedient child, whose knees faltered under her 
at the sight of him ? " Ha, Sukey, is it you ? " 
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witb that benevolent aspect, with which he paced Mild 
the streets of Warc^ venerated as an angel, "come ^9^^— 
and dine with us on Sunday ; " then turning away, 2"^ *^^ 
and again turning back, as if he had forgotten 
something, he added, " and, Sukey, do you hear, 
bring your husband with you." This was all 
the reproof she ever heard from him. Need it 
be added, that the match turned out better for 
-Susan than the world expected ? 

Amidst the complaints of the wide spread of 
infidelity among us, it is consolatory that a sect 
is sprung up in the. heart of the metropolis, and is 
daily on the increase, of teachers of that healing 
doctrine which Pope upheld, and against which 
Voltaire directed his envenomed wit. We mean 
those practical preachers of optimism, or the 
belief that Whatever is is best — the Cadsi of 
Omnibuses ; who, from their little back pulpits 
— not once in three or four hours, as those Pro- 
claimers of "God and his prophet" in Mussulman 
countries ; but every minute, at the entry or exit 
of a brief passenger, are heard, in an almost pro- 
phetic tone, to exclaim — (Wisdom crying out, as 
it were, in the streets,) — ^All's right. 

Advice is not so commonly thrown away as is 
imagined. We seek it in difficulties. But, in 
conunon speech, we are apt to confound with it 
admonition; as when a friend reminds one that 
drink is prejudicial to the health, &c. We do 
not care to be told of that which we know better 

than the good man that admonishes. M sent 

to his friend L ■ ■, who is no water-drinker, a 
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Advice^ twopenny tract " Against the Use of Fenneiited 
▼icw— Liquors." L— acknowledged the (ligation, 
g^JS?^ as far as to twopence. Penotier's advice was the 
safest after all : 

"I advised him *' 

But I must tell you. The dear, good-meaning, 
no-thinking creature, had been dumb-founding a 
company of us with a detail of inextricable diffi- 
culties, in which the circumstances of an acquaint- 
ance of his were involved. No clue of light 
offered itself. He grew more and more misty as 
he proceeded. We pitied his friend, and thought, 

God help the man so wrapt in error's endless maze : 

when, suddenly brightening up his placid counten- 
ance, like one that had found out a riddle, and 
looked to have the solution admired, **At last," 

said he, " I advised him " 

Here he paused, and here we were again inter- 
minably thrown back. By no possible guess could 
any of us aim at the drift of the meaning he was 
about to be delivered of. "I advised him," he 
repeated, ** to have some advice upon the subject." 
A general approbation followed ; and it was un- 
animously agreed, that, under all the circumstances 
of the case, no sounder or more judicious counsel 
could have been given. 

The vices of some men are magnificent. Com- 
pare the amours of Henry the Eighth and Charles 
the Second. The Stuart had mistresses — the 
Tudor kept wives. 

We are ashamed at sight of a monkey — some- 
how as we are shy of poor relations. 
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C imagined a Caledonian compartment in A Scotch 

Hades, where there should be fire without sulphur. Hade«— 

h]i&fire8~~' 
Absurd images are sometimes irresistible. I mijEed 

will mention two. An elephant in a coach-office iaTOun 

gravely coming to have his trunk booked; — a 

mermaid over a fish-kettle cooking her own tail. 

It is a desideratum in works that treat de re 
culinarid^ that we have no rationale of sauces, or 
theory of mixed flavours ; as to show why cabbage 
is reprehensible with roast beef, laudable with 
bacon ; why the haunch of mutton seeks the alli- 
ance of currant jelly, the shoulder civilly declineth 
it ; why a loin of veal, (a pretty problem,) being 
itself unctuous, seeketh the adventitious lubricity 
of melted butter ; and why the same part in pork, 
not more oleaginous, abhorreth it ; why the 
French bean sympathises with the flesh of deer ; 
why salt fish points to parsnip, brawn makes a 
dead set at mustard ; why cats prefer valerian to 
hearts-ease, old ladies vice versa^ — though this is 
rather travelling out of the road of the dietetics, 
and may be thought a question more curious than 
relevant; — why salmon (a strong sapor per se) 
fortifieth its condition with the mighty lobster 
sauce, whose embraces are fatal to the delicater 
relish of the turbot ; why oysters in death rise up 
against the contamination of brown sugar, while 
they are posthumously amorous of vinegar ; why 
the sour mango and the sweet jam, by turns, court 
and are accepted by the compliable mutton hash 
— she not yet decidedly declaring for either. We 
are as yet but in the empirical stage of cookery. 
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^ Men, We feed ignorantly, and vrsnt to be able to give 

monkeysy a reason of the relish that is in us ; so that if 

*** _|^uf Nature should furnish us with a new meat, or be 

Beggar's prodigally pleased ^o restore the. phoenix, upon a 

Fetitioo^V^^ flavour, we might be able to pronounce 

instantly, on philosophical principles, what the 

sauce to it should be — what the curious adjuncts. 

It is rather an unpleasant fact, that the ugliest 
and awkwardest of brute animals have the greatest 
resemblance to man : the monkey and the bear. 
The monkey is ugly too, (so we think,) because 
he is like man — as the bear is awkward, because 
the cumbrous action of its huge paws seems to be 
a preposterous imitation of the motions of the 
human hands. Men and apes are the only animals 
^ that have hairs on the under eye-lid. Let kings 
know this. 

My friend Hume (not M.P.) has a curious 
manuscript in his possession, the original draught 
of the celebrated "Beggar's Petition," (who 
cannot say by heart the "Beggar's Petition?") 
.as it was written by some schoof usher (as I 
remember) with corrections interlined from the 
pen of Oliver Goldsmith; As a specimen of the 
doctor's improvement,' I recollect one most 
judicious alteration — 

"A pamper'd menial drove ttie from the door." 

It Stood originally, — 

" A livery servant drove me," &c. 

Here is an instance of poetical or artificial lan- 
guage properly substituted for the phrase of 
common conversation ; agamst Wordsworth. 
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** Pray God your honour relieve me," said a " Better 

poor beadswoman to my friend L one day ; days " — 

f*I have seen better days." "So have I, niyJ**J"?^ 
good woman," retorted he, looking up at the _affecta- 
welkin which was just then threatening a storm tion 
—and the jest (he will have it) was as good 
to the beggar as a tester. 

It was at all events kinder than consigning her 
to the stocks, or the parish beadle 

But L. has a way of viewing things in rather 
a paradoxical light on some occasions. 

Our smcestors, the noble old Puritans of Crom<x 
well's day, could distinguish between a day of 
religkniB rest and a day of .recreation ; and while 
they exacted a rigorous abstinence from all 
amusements (even to the walking out of nursery 
maids with their little charges in the fields) upon 
the Sabbath ; in the lieu of the superstitious ob« 
servance of the Saints' Days, which they abro* 
gated, they humanely gave to the apprentices, and 
poorer sort of people, every alternate Thursday 
for a day of entire sport and recreation. A strain 
of piety and policy to be commended above the 
profane mockery of the Stuarts and their Book 
of Sports. 

I was once amused— ^there is a pleasure in afecfi* 
ing affectation — at the indignation of a crowd that 
was justling in with me at the pit-door of Covent 
Garden Theatre, to have a sight of Master Betty 
-^then at once in his dawn and in his meridian^ — 
in Runlet. I had been invited quite unexpectedly 
to join a party, whom I met near the door of 
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Readins^ the play-house, and I happened tx) have in my 
M* * hand a large octavo of Johnson and Stevens's 
***•"" Bhakspeare^ which, the time not admitting of my 
carrying it home, of course went with me to the 
theatre. Just in the very heat and pressure of 
the doors opening — the rush^ as they term it — I 
deliberately held the volume over my head, open 
at the scene in which the young Roscius had been 
most cried up, and quietly read by the lamp-light. 
The clamour became universal. '^ The affectation 
of the fellow," cried one. " Look at that gentle- 
man readings p^p^" squeaked a young lady, who, 
in her admiration of the novelty, almost forgot 
her iS^rs. I read on. ^^He ought to have hts 
book knocked out of his hand," exclaimed a 
pursy cit, whose arms were too fast pinioned to 
his side to suffer him to execute his kind intention. 
Still I read on — and, till the time came to pay my 
money, kept as unmoved as Saint Anthony at his 
holy offices, with the satyrs, apes, and hobgoblins 
mc^ping, and making mouths at him, in the 
picture ; while the good man sits undisturbed at 
tKe sight as if he were sole tenant of the desart.— 
The individual rabble (I recognised more than 
one of their ugly faces), had damned a slight 
piece of mine but a few nights since, and I was 
determined the culprits should not a second time 
put me out of countenance. 

It should seem almost impossible for a person 
to have arrived at the age of manhood, and never 
once to have heard or suspected that there have 
been people bom before our times. Yet this &ct 
I am obliged to conclude from the fragment of a 
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conversation which I overheard between two of Who 
the lower order of Irish, who passed me in Hoi- were the 
bom the other day. One of them, it seems, had ^^^ 
appealed in defence of his argument to the opinions ^^^ place 
or practice of their fore^ithers, for I heard the 
other exclaim " the ancients ! who were they ? *' 
— " What ! " retorted his companion, with an air 
of insolent superiority, "did you never hear of 
the ancients ? did you never read of them ? " 
They had got too far for me to hear the con-^ 
elusion of their extraordinary discourse; but I 
have often thought that it would be amusing to 
register the sentences, and scraps of sentences, 
which one catches up in a day's walk about the 
town ; I mean in the way of fair and honest 
listening, without way-laying one's neighbour for 
more than he would be willing to communicate. 
From these flying words, with the help of a little 
imagination, one might often piece out a long con- 
versation foregone. 

Time and place give every thing its propriety. 
Strolling one day in Twickenham meadows, I v^as 
struck with the appearance of something dusky on 
the grass, which my eye could not in^mediately 
reduce into a shape. Going nearer, I discovered 
the cause of the phenomenon. In the midst of 
the most rural scene in the world, the day 
glorious over head, the wave of Father Thames 
rippling deliciously by him, lay outstretched at 
his ease upon Nature's verdant carpet — a chimney- 
sweeper : — 

A spot like which 

Astronomer in the sun's lucent orb 

Through his glas'd optic tube yet never saw. 
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'* Urbs ill There is no reason in nature why a chimney- 

'W'* "7- sweeper should not indulge a taste for- rural 

"J? *S objects, but somehow the ideas were discordant. 

. It struck me like an inartificial discord in hhimc. 

It was a combination of urbs in rure, which my 

experience had not prepared me to anticipate. 

Where would a man of taste chuse his town 
residence, setting convenience out of the question ? 
Palace-yard, — for its contiguity to the Abbey, 
the Courts of Justice, the Sittings of Parliament, 
Whitehall, the Parks, &c., — I hold of all places 
in these two great cities of London and West- 
minster to be the most classical and eligible* 
Next in classicality, I should name the four Inns 
of Court : they breathe a learned and collegiate 
air ; and of them, chiefly - 

those bricky towers 

The which on Thames* broad aged back doth ride, 
Where now the studious Lawyers have their bowers \ 
There whilom wont the Templar Knights to bide, 
Till they decay'd through pride-— 

as "Spenser describes, evidently with a relish. I 
think he had Garden Court in his eye. The 
noble hall which stands there must have been 
built about that time. Next to the Inns of Court, 
Covent-Garden, for its rtis in urbe^ its wholesome 
scents of early fruits and vegetables, its tasteful 
church and arcades, — above all, the neighbouring 
theatres, cannot but be approved of. I do not 
know a fourth station comparable to or worthy to 
be named after these. To an antiquarian, every 
spot in London, or even South war k, teems with 
historical associations, local interest. He could 
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oot chuse amiss. But to me, who have no such An ia-> ' 
qualifying knowledge, the Surrey side of the dtiatrioiis 



water is peculiarly distasteful. It is impossible ^^ 
to connect any thing interesting with it. I never 
knew a man of taste to live, what they term, over 
the bridge* Observe, in this place I speak solely 
of chosen and voluntary residence. 



ON NEEDtE-WORK 

By Mary Lamb 

To THE EDITOR OF THE BRITISH LADy's MAGAZINE 

TV/I R EDITOR, — In early life I passed eleven 
^ years in the exercise of my needle for a 
livelihood. Will you allow me to address your 
readers, among whom might perhaps be found 
some of the kind patronesses of my. former humble 
labours, on a subject widely connected with female 
life — the state of needle-work in this country. 

To lighten the heavy burthen which many ladies 
hnpose upon themselves is one object which I have 
in view ; but^ I confess, my strongest motire is to 
excitel attenti<m towards the industrious sisterhood 
to which I once belonged. 

From books I have been informed of the fact, 
upon which "The British Lady's Magazine" 
chidly. founds its pretensions, namely, that women 
hare of late been rapidly advancing in intellectual 
improvement. Much . may have been gained in 
this way, indirectly, for that class of females for 
whom I wish to plead. Needle^'Work and intel- 
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" Done at lectual improvement are naturally in a state of 

home" warfare. But I am afraid the root of the evil 

has not as yet been struck at. Workwomen c^ 

every description were never in so much distress 

for want of employment. 

Among the present circle of my acquaintance 
I am proud to rank many, that may truly be called 
respectable ; nor do the female part of them, in 
their mental attainments, at all disprove the pre- 
vailing opinion of that intellectual progression 
which you have taken as the basis of your work ; 
yet I affirm that I know not a single family where 
there is not some essential drawback to its comfort 
which may be traced to needle-work i/one at homey 
as the phrase is for all needle-work performed in a 
family by some of its members, and for which no 
remuneration in money is received or expected. 

In money alone, did I say ? I would appeal to 
all the fair votaries of voluntary housewifery, 
whether, in the matter of conscience, any one of 
them ever thought she had done as much needle* 
work as she ought to have done. Even fancy 
work, the fairest of the tribe! — ^how delightfid 
the arrangement of her materials ! the fixing 
upon her happiest pattern, how pleasing an anxiety! 
how cheerftd the commencement of the labour 
she enjoins ! But that lady must be a true lover 
of the art, and so industrious a pursuer of a pre- 
determined purpose, that it were pity her energy 
should not have been directed to some wiser end, 
who can affirm she neither feels weariness during 
the execution of a fancy piece, nor takes more 
time than she had calculated for the performance. 

Is it too bold an attempt to persuade your 
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readers that it would prove an incalculable addition Man's 
to general happiness, and the domestic comfort of wofk— 
both aexesy if needle»work were never practised *"^-an*a 
but for a remuneration in money? As nearly, 
however, as the desirable thing can be effected, so 
much more nearly will women be upon an equality 
with men, as far as respects the mere enjoyment 
of life. As far as that goes, I believe it is every 
woman's opinion that the condition of men is far 
superior to her own. 

**They can do what they like," we say. Do 
not these words generallyj mean, they have time to 
seek out whatever ami^ments suit their tastes? 
We dare not tell them we have no time to do this ; 
for, if they should ask in what manner we dispose 
of our time, we should blush to enter upon a 
detail of the minutiae which compose the sum of 
a woman's daily employment. Nay, many a lady 
who allows not herself one quarter of an hour's 
positive leisure during her waking hours, considers 
her own husband as the most industrious of men, 
if he steadily pursue his occupation till the hour 
of dinner, and will be perpetually lamenting hec 
own idleness. 

Real business and real leisure mak^e up the por- 
iiom of men's time — two sources of happiness 
which' we certainly partake of in a very inferior 
degree. To the execution of employment, in 
which the faculties of the body or mind are called 
into busy action, there must be a consoling im- 
portance attached, which feminine duties (that 
generic term for all our business) cannot aspire to. 

In the most meritorious discharges of those 
duties, the highest praise we can aim at is to be 
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Domestic accounted the helpmates of man / who, in return 
leisnre for all he does for us, expects, and jusdy expects, 
us to do all in our power to soften and aweeten 
life. 

In how many ways is a good woman employed, 
in thought or action, through the day, in order 
that her good man may be enabled to feel his 
leisure hours real substantiaJ holydayy and perfect 
respite from the cares of business ! Not the least 
part to be done to accomplish this end is tO'-.fit 
herself to become a conversational companion ; 
that is to say, she has to study and understand 
the subjects on which he loves to talk. This 
part of our duty, if strictly performed, will be 
found by far our hardest part. The disadvantages 
we labour under from an education differing frono 
a manly one make th^ hours in which we /// and 
do nothing in men's company too often any thing 
but a relaxation ; although, as to pleasure and in- 
struction, time, so passed may be esteemed more 
or less delightful. 

; To make a man's home so desirable a |dace as 
to preclude his having a wish ito piass his leisure 
hours at any fireside in preference to his own, I 
should humbly take. to be the sum and substance 
of woman's domestic ambition. I would appeal 
to our Brkish Iddiesy who are generally allowed 
to be the most zealous and successM of all 
women in the pursuit of this object,— ^I-ifrould 
appeal to them who have been most successful' in 
the performance of this laudable service, in behalf V 
of father, son, husband, or brother, whether ^ i 
anxious desire to perform this duty well is not 1 
attended with enough oi mental exertion, at least,^^ J 
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to incline them to the opinion that Avomen may A wfit- 
be more properly ranked among the contributors ordered 
to, than the partakers of, the undisturbed relaxa- '*°"*y 
tion of man. 

If a family be so well ordered that the master 
b never called in to its direction, and yet he per- 
ceives comfort and economy well attended to, 
the mistress of that family (especially if children 
form a part of it) has, I apprehend, as large a 
share of womanly employment as ought to satisfy 
her own sense of duty ; even though the needle* 
book and thread-case were quite laid aside, and 
she cheerfully contributed her part to. the alender 
gains of the corset-^naker, the milliner, the dress- 
maker, the plain-worker, the embroidress, and aU 
the numerous classifications of females supporting 
themselves by needle-worky that great staple com- 
modity which is alone appropriated to the self- 
supporting part of our sex. 

Much has been said and written on the subject 
of men engrossing to themselves every occupation 
and calling. After many years of observation 
and reflection, I am obliged to acquiesce in the 
notion that it cannot well be ordered otherwise. 

If at the birth of girls it were possible to fore- 
see in what cases it would be their fortune to pass 
a single life, we should soon find trades wrested 
from their present occupiers, and transferred to 
the exclusive possession of our sex. The whole 
mechanical business of copying writings in the 
law department, for instance, might very, soon be 
transferred with advantage to the poorer sort of 
women, who with very little teaching would soon 
beat their rivals of the other sex in facility and 
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Differing neatness. The parents of female children, who 
prospects ^ere known to be destined from their birth to 
d '^ maintain themselves through the whole course of 
their lives with like certainty as their sons are, 
would feel it a duty incumbent on themselves to 
strengthen the minds, and even the bodily con- 
stitutions, of their girls, so circumstanced, by an 
education which, without affronting the precon- 
ceived habits of society, might enable them to 
follow some occupation now considered above the 
capacity or too robust for the constitution of our 
sex. Plenty of resources would then lie open 
for single women to obtain an independent liveli- 
hood, when every parent would be upon the alert 
to encroach upon some employment, now engrossed 
by men, for such of their daughters as would then 
be exactly in the same predicament as their sons 
now are. Who, for instance, would lay by money 
to set up his sons in trade ; give premiums, and in 
part maintain them through a long apprenticeship; 
or, which men of moderate incomes frequently 
do, strain every nerve in order to bring them up 
to a learned profession ; if it were in a very high 
degree probable that, by the time they were 
twenty years of age, they would be taken from 
this trade or profession, and maintained during the 
remainder of their lives by the person wkom they 
should marry ? Yet this is precisely the situation 
in which every parent, whose income does not 
very much exceed the moderate, is placed with 
respect to his daughters. 

Even where boys have gone through a laborious 
education, superinducing habits of steady attention, 
accompanied with the entire conviction that the 
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business which they learn is ta be the source of Trnths 
their future distinction, may it not be afiirmed coafirmcd 
that the persevering industry required to accom- ^-^^e 
plish this desirable end causes many a hard struggle 
in the minds of young men, even of the most 
hopefiil disposition? What then must be the 
disadvantages imder which a very young woman b 
placed who is required to learn a trade, from 
which she can never expect to reap any profit, 
but at the expence of losing that place in 
society, to the possession of which she may reason- 
ably look forward, inasmuch as it is by far the 
most common iotj namely, the condition of a hapfy 
English wife ? 

As I desire to offer nothing to the consideration 
of your readers but what, at least as far as my 
own observation goes, I consider as truths con- 
firmed by experience, I will only say that, were 
I to follow the bent of my own speculative 
opinion, I should be inclined to persuade every 
female over whom I hoped to have any influence 
to contribute all the assistance in her power to 
those of her own sex who may need it, in the 
employments they at present occupy, rather than 
to force them into situations now filled wholly 
by men. With the mere exception of the profits 
which they have a right to derive from their 
needle, I would take nothing from the industry 
of man which he already possesses. 

^^ A penny saved is a penny earned," is a maxim 
not true, unless the penny be saved in the same 
time in which it might have been earned. I, who 
have known what it is to work for money eamedy 
have since had much experience in working for 
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Uhiiaid money saved : and I consider, from the closest 
iMme calculation I can make, that a penny saved in that 
mduBtry ^jj^y bears about a true proportion to a fartHng 
eai'ned^ I am no advocate for women, who do 
not depend on themselves for a subsistence, pro- 
posing to themselves to earn tnmey. My reasons 
for thinking it not advisable are too numerous to 
state — reasons deduced from authentic facts, and 
jitrict observations on domestic life in it» various 
shades of comfort. But if the females of a 
family, nominally supported by the other sex, find 
it necessary to add something to the common 
stock, why not endeavour to do something by 
which they may produce money in its true shape ? 

It. woukl be an excellent plan, attended with 
very little trouble, to calculate every evening how 
much money has been saved by needle^work done 
in the family 9 and compare - the result with the 
daily portion of the yearly income. • Nor would 
it be amiss to make a memorandum of the time 
passed in this way, adding also a guess as to what 
share it has taken up in the thoughts and conversa- 
tion. This would be an easy mode of forming a 
true notion, and getting at the exact worth of 
this -Species of home industry, and perhaps might 
place it in a different light from any in which it 
has hitherto been the fashion to consider it. 

Needle-work, taken up as an amusement, may 
not be altogether unamusing. We are all pretty 
good judges of what entertains ourselves, but it is 
not so easy to pronounce upon what may contribute 
to the entertainment of others. At all events, 
let us not confuse the motives of economy with 
those of simple pastime* If saving be no object. 
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and k)tag habit have rendered needle-work fiode-i ShoiM 
lightful an avocation that we cannot think ofb^P^^ 
relinquishing it, there are the good old contrivances 
in which our grand-dames were used to beguile 
and lose their time — knitting, knotting, netting, 
carpet working, and the like ingenious pursuits — 
those so-often-praised but tedious works, which 
are so long in the operation, that purchasing the 
labour h^s seldom been thought good economy, 
jet, by' a certain' fascination, they have been 
found to chain down the ' great to a seif-im- 
posed slavery, from which they considerately, or 
haughtily, excuse the needy. These may be 
esteemed lawful and ladylike amusements. But, 
if thoide works, more usually denominaced useful, 
yi^d greater satisfaction, it might be a laudable 
Scruple of conscience, and no bad test to herself 
of her own motive, if a lady, who had no absolute' 
need, were to give the money so saved to poor 
needle^women belonging to those branches of em- 
ployment from which she has borrowed these 
shares of plc^urable labour. n 

'^ OEMPRONIA. 



AN APPEAL FROM THE SHADES 

• 

pOURTEOUa STRANGER,— I have a 
^*^ • thing to say; a wrong to complain of between 
thy fellows and mine; — but before our thoughts 
mingle, let me prepare thee for what I am. I 
have learned not to step too suddenly before the 
citrtain. My nature to human prejudices b some- 
what ghasdy. By dreary hints and periphrasis. 
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Algfefiktel must lead thte, like the guilty royal Joka, to 
itiy reyelation :-T-. • . »• 

— — If the midBight b€U 
Did with hit iron tongue and brfuen mouth 
Sound One unto the drowsy race of night, — 
If this same were a churchyard where we stand, — 

then might I with less misgiving unfold myself* 
Shrieks, groans, aguish fears, not oKM-e chilling 
to thy spirit than to mine, are the. penalties of a 
rash disclosure. Hast, thou buried thy thoughts 
ever with the buried, till the chan^r ^seemed 
thronged ■■ with- «upematural presences } Hast thou 
been, in a dv^am sometimes ' with those that are 
gone to *^ the land of the moles and pismires ? " — 
. ' I am one of thoae. I occupy that mysterious 
parenthesis between the life past and to come, 
which in mortal language goes by the name of 
death. With this warning I may now venture to 
disclose to thee my spectral shape, blurred as it is 
by the Lethean fogs. Is my paleness so very 
terrible, or is there any thing so fearfol as piteoua 
in my reflecting eyes ? Is there aught to shudder 
at, beside the coldness in my innocent lean hand ? 
What have I on my cheek or lips, but the not 
unlovely languor of death, — an expression akin to 
the pl^Sant estprelsioA of sfeop. • I coiHe/^th no 
rude foot-fall to startle thee, — but the noiseless 
pace that belongs to our quiet abodes.* My voicf 
is. only unearthly for that it hath lost all its fretftd 
notes -atxl passionate harshnesses. My garment is 
as the- lily's. Does Uiis snow-white raiment )naake 
my visits, or not, the more angd-like, — or must I 
be held loathsome for want of a more worldly > 
habiliment^ ^nd some re^se clayiP ,i \ 



t 



1 



\ 



AN APPEAL ¥9GH THE SHADES 245 

Is there any digustfiil wormy circumstance about Not of 
mc^— or do I not come purified rather of my our»chres 
mortal slough ? 

I have no gaping unseemly wound to scare thee 
withal, — no horrible death-pang imprinted on my 
visage, but with calm Christian feature as I died, 
have come above only to solace some old worldly 
hankerings and regrets. The unforgotten earth 
has spells potent as those of Endor's hag, that some* 
time^ pluck us from our graves. The summer's 
springing flowers, with their stirring roots, tug at 
the buried heart. The merry songs of birds — 
friendly, family voices-^the chime of village bells, 
and melodious fall of waters, have echoes in t^e 
spiritual ear — 

True as the shell 

To the old ocean's melancholy swell. 

The old familiar faces and homely images have 
their camera in the ghostly organ, and awaken 
yearnings sponger than the tomb. 

Not often we come earthward in enmity. Re- 
venge and hatred, that domineer in hot bloods, are 
quieter passions in our torpid pulses. Not of our- 
selves, but at command of divine justice, we arise 
from our turfy pillows to dog the heels of the un- 
confessed n^urderer $ seldomer still do we forsake 
our peaceful city, to convey unwelcome omens to 
the living ; — ithere are croaking ravens enough 
for that office—- to point out a miserly Jipard of 
gold, we rise never ! More kindly and peaceful 
(though all the Neroes are amongst us) are our 
ntidpight errands. There is no nerve now, in the 
phantom! arm, — for a 'tyrant to drive a dagger,-r- 
or to snatch a sceptre from the weakest h^d of 
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After- flesh. The cruel, the Unjust, and the crafty, re- 
relishes njain therefore in the suUenest shades below ; but 

^ '^ the gentle spirit of love is soothed by haunting the 
old home and its hearths. These after-relishes 
of life — these holiday furloughs the kind Death 
allows us, — and they serve to sweeten some darker 
passages in our coffin-dreams, — 



Thou hast ceased to shiver at me^ and it eases 
my soul. There is but one mai> ih the brettthing 
world, that ought to quake at my apparition, for 
he knows how greedily his damnable dishonest 
hand filched once out of my needfW portion, — 
and yet even he, by a moment's manhood, need 
scarcely tremble at my unsubstantial presence. 
What avail against his front my shadowy frowns, 
— nay what availed it, when we met once in the 
moonlight, that, stung by the -proud look of the 
stately traitor, I sprang up behind him, on his 
tall white pacing horse, and strove to strangle the 
triumphing Judas with my ineffectual arms ? The 
pangs of that fruitless effort were all mine. My 
arch-enemy suffered not even an atom's^ discom- 
posure; but swept on with the same scornful 
feature, which I wept, or felt as if I wept, not 
to have even subdued. Alas \ a wreath of thin 
wood-smoke is a thing stronger than I ! 

If then in malice or indignation we pale vapour- 
ish spirits be thus powerless and Unhuttfiil, why 
should the unguilty living start from ns — -the kindly 
familiarsr that come to them in all love and gentle- 
ness ? It were a grateful charity methinks Hot to 
startle us — poor dream-bewildered sleep-walkers 
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from the nether world — but with tendernesa to Kindly 
lead us back into our churchyard beda. It were fftmiliws 
a brave, stretch of human hospitality to entertain " * * 
not the outcast flesh merely, but the fieahless 
wanderer, more naked than the naked^ — from the 
Stygian coast forlorn. Shall there be no refuge 
for the uttermost destitution ? — Can the houseless 
have a claim above the workUess ? 

And yety when my booa companions of old 
times remember me in their cups, and dedicate the 
solemn draught to my iQemory, they would start 
with bristling horror from their seats, to behold 
me fitting in my accustomed chair. . . 

Woidd they not have tie sensible of the invoca*- 
jfcion? — Or is theirs but the cant of aentiment, 
lavished upon vacancy ? We have no auch cold 
manners even in our bleak •precinct. How would 
it become the cold companionship, if when their 
angels descended amongat us, diere were no better 
cheer for their welcome? Biit we have cups 
(such as we have) set ready for them all. 

Tell them, I pray, there is something hollow 
in this. In the body or out of the body they 
must find a chirping welcome for me still. 

Tell them there is some echo of the former 
mirth, some reflection of. the old joys amongst 
u8- — though somewhat 'dimmer, like the sunbeam 
returned by the ghostlike moon. We are vital 
memories. The past and imperfect tenses of life 
make up the present being of the shades. To 
have lived oiice makes us immortal. We exist 
on in dreams — not inaccessible to spiritual plea* 
sures and pains. Alas ! our souls smart at our 
unnatural repulses upon earth. Where our hearts 
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An were, — we feel dismal achtngs and throes, at the 
nntiable death of human fellowship, 
phantom Qh my cheerful kindhearted friends, feUow 
campaigners erst in the merry stirring world, 
tremble not so wrongfidly at a frail ghost's in- 
trusion. Shrink not so abhorringly from his fond 
hand's impalpable grasp ! 'tis for me to shrink, if 
shrinking must be, from the gross mundane clay. 
'Tis for me to groan, if groaning must be, that I 
can bestow on you nothing more hearty than my 
pale kind looks. Fill up one welcome cup to the 
home-sick exile that stealeth lotingly amongst you. 
Soothe the naked phantasy a dream-awhile, with 
his accustomed place. Let the amicable phantom 
dally a season with the old images, — ^and then^ 
with your kind farewells and a sigh and an alas ! 
commend him to a pea<;eful slumber on the Lethean 
shore!— ^ 

Oh my beloved babes ! my Margaret ! wife and 
children of my lore, — shudder no more when my 
fond doting spirit haunts amongst you ! why call 
me up so often with sighs and tears, and all the 
sobbing conjurations of grief and love, — from the 
dark abyss. Why stuff out my vacant garments 
with my form,-^and yet tremble at my apparition, 
but a shade more real ? My soul yearns towards 
you,^^till strong affection tears me fi*om the tomb, 
but groans, sighs, smd speechless ecstacies, — or 
shrieks more startling to me than cry of' chanti- 
cleer, are obnoxious to my presence* 'Tis no 
dream, then, that ' my moans are heard on the 
wind! — 
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Patient stranger,- farewelL I have made thee bigeliu- 
my interpreter, and -would thank thee, — bttt I <w» 
scent the forbidden morn, I may not linger to childhood 
see its £rst, faintest, cheerRil streak : — 

— — Fare thee well al once. 



The glow-worm shows the matin to be near 
And 'gins to pale hisineffectaal firey— ^ 
Adieu, adieu, adieu !— -^remembejr me* 



HOLIDAY CHILDREN 

V| R INDICATOR,— One of the most pleas- 
^ '^ ing sights at* this festive season is the group 
of boys and girls returned from >8ehpol. Go 
where you will^ a duster bf their joybus chubby 
faces present themselves to our notice, id the 
streets, at the panorama, or playhouse, our elbows 
are constantlyassailed by some eager urchih whose 
eyes just peep beneath to get a nesurer view; 

I am more delighted in watohibg th^ vivacious 
workings of their ingenuous- counteoaace» at. these 
Chiiistmas shows, than at the sights themsekes.. 

From the 'first joyous; huzza^ and loud blown 
hc^ns which announce their arrival, to the faint 
attempts at similar mirth on their retikm^ I am 
interested in these youngsters. * • ' 

Observe the Kne- of chaises with their swarm- 
Hke loads hurrying to tender and exfdting parents^ 
die sickly to be cherished, the sti-oog to be 
amused; in a few mornings you shall set Jtheiii^ 
new clothes, warm gloives^ gathering around their 
mother at every' toyitshc^ claimiiig the promised 
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At the bet, hoop, top, lor marblea; mark Jber kind tfdiile 
theatre at their extacie« ; her prudent shake of the head 
at their multitudinoiis demands $ her gradual yield- 
ing as they coaxiogly drag; her m; her patience 
with their whims and clamour while they turn 
and toss over the play-things, as now a sword, 
and now a hoop is their choice, and like their 
elders the possession of one bauble does but make 
them sigh for another. 

View the fond father, his pet little girl by the 
hand, his boys walking before on whom his proud 
eye rests, while ambitious views • float o'er his 
mind for them, and make him but half attentive 
to their repeated inquiries ; ^ while at th^ ^u^ulh 
or Pictuie Gadlery, his explahaitions are interrupted 
by the rapture of discovering that his children are 
already well acquainted with the different subjects 
exhibited. • ; 

Stretching half over the boxes at 'the theatre^ 
adorned by. maternal love, see their enraptured 
faces now turned to the galieries wondering at 
their height and at the number of regularly placed 
heads contained in them^' npw directed towards 
the gfeen- cloud, which is sb lingeringiy kept 
between them and their jnrdmised bliss. The 
half-peeled orange laid' aside when the pkiy 
begins ; thdr anxiety for that which they under- 
stand ; their honest iamghter which> runs through 
the house like a merry peal* of .sweet bells; the 
fear of the little girl lest they, should dioco«j*i^ 
the person bid behind the screen ; the exultatic^W 
of the boy when the hero conquers, m 

But oh the. aaptisre when die pantomime conv* ^ 
mences!; Ready, to leap but of the box, they 
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joy in the mischief of the.down^ kagh at ithe Tli6 
thwacks he gets for. his mediing, and feel cio9^>^^ 
small portion of contempt for hib ignorance m 
Bot.ioiowing that hot water will scald and gun 
powder explode; while wkh head aside to give 
fresh energy to the strokes^ they ring their little 
palms against each other in testimony of exuberant 
delight. 

Who can behold them without reacting on 
the many passions that now Jie dormant in their 
bosbmS) ta be in a few years agitating themselyes 
and the world? Here the coquet begins to ap^r 
in the attentioo paid to a lace frock or kid glovirts 
for the first time displayed, or the domestic tyrant 
in the selfish boy, who snatches the largest cake, 
or thrusts his younger brother and sister from the 
best place. 

At no season of the yeaj ,ai[^ their holidays so 
replete with pleasures ; the expected Christmas- 
box from grand-papa and grand-mamma ; plum- 
pudding and snap-dragon, with blindman's-buff 
and forfeits ; perhaps to witness A juveliiid plfi 
nehearsed and ranted ; galant^e-ehow and drawing; 
for twelfth-cake 9 besides Christmas^^ambols; in 
abundance, new and oldi 

Even, the- poor charity**boy at this season feels :a 

^ansieot glow of cheerfulness, as with pale blue 

face^ frort-^ipped hands, and ungreatcoated, from 

door to door he > timidly dispkys the unbioti^ed 

scutcheon qf liis graphic talents, and feels that 

, «lie pence bestbwed are hi9 fftffn^ aikd that for once 

in his life he may taste the often desired ,tart^ or 

^ spin a. top whichno oiie can snatch from him in 

capricious tyranty. 
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The ' I know not whether it be the dotage of age 
•o<^«^ •^ coming over me, but when I see or thkik of these 
**" iittle beings, I feel as a child again, my heart 
warms to them, I enter into their joys and sorrows^ 
their jftistimes and their thousand imaginings ; and 
fancy I - could fly a kite or wield a bat with the 
best of them ; nor is any thing more refreshing 
to me after much intercourse with the heartlessness 
and affectation of the world, than the society of 
intelligent and amiable childrto. 

'Desiring to be kindly remembefed to your little 
tolk, Mr Indicator, ^if you have any) and wishing 
them and you abimdance of fun and pastime this 
Christmas, I remain, your sincere well-wisher, 

Aw Old Bov, . 



OLD MAIDS 

' • # 

TO. THE INDICATOR 

MR INDICATOR,~Tp you I apply as to 
a ))er8on of knoltm humanity, to take < up 
yovu* pen in a cause which waakL do you no 
dishonour, and which I do' not fear that you 
shoukL disdain ; the defkux of Old Maids. 

Old Maid is, I am sorry to say it, conamonly 
used as term of repi-oach : an Old Maid < is ail 
bbject of generalrKiicuie ; and > is -diere not iih 
justice and even. cruelty in this? Do people speak 
of curiosity, of prudery, of scandal,- or of ]g« ^ 
temper, they speak of them as the common 
attribittes of an Old Maidi From my own :ex^ 
perience I have not found that these ill ^{nalities 
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ane )more common to Old Maids than to others : Lone - 
nay, one of the most amiable women whom I Iwartcd 
know is an Old Maid ; and the most prying^ "^ 
scandal-lovingy and ill-tempered woman that I 
know,; or ever did know, has been twice married. 

An Old Maid may have a kind and affectionate 
heart, she might have been an excellent iltrife and 
a tender niother, probably she may have survived 
her parents ; her brothers and sisters may have 
married and dispersed about the world, and she be 
left alone ; she has no power to make one human 
jbeing happy^ no one studies toi make /^r. happy^ 
There is no one to whom she is the nearest and 
dearest ; none take an interest in her pursuits ; no 
one desires that she should take an interest in 
theirs : her heart is like the dove which Noah-^ctit 
forth from the ark ; it is lone and weary, and can 
find no place of rest. 

She sees a mother smile upon the child she 
presses to her bosom ; axid she at the happy sight 
smiles too, but she smiles sadly, for she has no 
dear child to press to Ser bosom. She sees the 
young mother present her new-bom babe to the 
husband whom she loves, she sniiles at their 
faappidess, but oh how her heart sickens ! she too 
has loved, loved deeply ; he whom she loved is 
lost to her for ever : in that moment the sweetest 
dreams of early hope strike upon her heart, they 
never can be realized ; the tears are in her eyes, 
she stoops to kiss the child and so she hides them ; 
she would not obtrude /fer sorrows upon the happi- 
ness of such a moment. Great God ! must the 
privation of domestic happiness be yet further 
embittered by prejudices ? Must unkindness and 
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Singld- sGorn be heaped on her who has none to soothe 
otat^ her? How many unhappy unions have been formed 
^ff t f^°™ a fear of encountering the roordiications 
choice Attendant on a single life ! I have not found that 
the faults attributed to Old Maids are at all more 
common to them than to others ; but were it so, 
we might believe that the stigma which rests upon 
them may tend to injure the temper ; and we 
might consider too, that they have not that strong 
incentive to the correction of natural foibles, 
which may infltience ihappier women* Singleness 
of Me in women should be respected as n^isfortnne^ 
for it is scarcely ever the effect of a free choice ; 
it is almost always occasioned dther by pecuniary 
difficulties, by an unfortunate ' attachment, or by 
swch deficiency of personal attractions, as leaves it 
not to their choice at all. 

You, Mr Indicator, whose admiration of femi- 
niiie beauty is' yet surpassed by your love of human 
kindness, will not, I am convinced, refuae to 
consider a subject in which so large a portion of 
the female world are interested. I have but faintly 
hinted at the mortifications to which an Old Maid 
is eixposed ; but could I have found heart to do it, 
I could havefelated a history. which wouid draw 
tears from sterner* eyes than yours, ahd excite 
feelmgs of sympathy even for. 

An Old Maid. 
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MRS B. 



TV/IR INDICATOR, — I am in a situation Misery 
^ ^ of unspeakable misery. You will perhaps 
believe that I am in some pecuniary distress, or 
that by death or by absence I have lost a: beloved 
friend, or that I have been .crossed in love : I 
have experienced some of these troubles, but it is 
not of these that I mean to complain to you. 

Poverty I have never known ; I lost my mother 
be^e I was old enough to feel the loss. It is 
true I suffered much in parting with my father, 
who left England a few years since for Jamaica, 
where he now resides. As to being crossed in 
love, I have only myself to blame for that, for 
my father positively forbade me, under pain of 
his Severe displeasure, ever to fall in love without 
his permission ; but the misery I now endure, Mr 
Indicator, I did not bring upon myself. It is my 
misfortune to live in a country town. To you, 
Sir, I know it will appear the vilest heresy tb say 
this ; but have patience with me. 

When my father left England, he placed me 
under the care of a widow lady, who, for my 
misfortune, has the reputation of being the most 
prudent of women. She is shocked beyond 
measure at what she calls my vicious propensities ; 
and yet^ Mr Indicator, I am sure you, for whom 
I have the highest possible respect, would not 
object to any one of them. — I would have your 
candid opinion now. 

I delight in Shakspeare ; — I can only read him 
by stealth or open defiance (both very disagreeable 
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Restric- to me), because Mrs B. maintains that he is a 
tions very immoral author, whom no modest young 
woman would find pleasure in. She is indeed so 
careful of my morals, that she will not allow me 
to read any book, without first looking over it 
herself; and if she finds any thing improper in 
it,, she is not contented with merely looking it 
over, but so fearfiil js^e of doing the author an 
injustice, that she reads it quite through before 
she pronounces sentence against it^ and in that 
case I see. it no more. 

I take great pleasure in rambling in the fields 
and green lanea in the , neighbourhood, where I 
have rarely met any person but a wood-cutter, a 
farmer, or some country labourer ; ■ but these 
rambles are forbidden me, because Mra.B. insists 
tiiat . I take them for no other purpose than to 
meet ''a certain person," as she denominates. him 
whom she knows I should be most willing to 
meet,, but that, alas ! he is many miles fi'om hence. 

I have been taught music by an excellent master, 
and 1' have an absolute passion for this art $ but 
I am not allowed ;to play or sing any thing but 
sacred music; because Mrs B. ' says all profane 
music gives girls improper notions. , . 

Xhave been taught Frmch and Italian; but I 
am not allowed to read any book in either of these 
languages, because Mrs B. who does not under* 
stand them, fears they might contain something 
improper. 

Drawing, unfortunately I do not understand. 
There is a drawing-master in the town ; but as 
widi the exceptions of an ill-natured countenance 
and vulgar manners, he is a ^ very comely man. 
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and 18 not more than fifty," Mrs B. thinks it Proper 
would be improper that I should receive lessons ^nd 
from him. improper 

The only occupation she allows me to pursue 
without interruption is needle-work, and for thi& 
I have an unconquerable aversion. I would aslc 
you, Mr Indicator, if forbidding me in this manner 
all occupation of mind would be likely to destroy 
any; vicious propensities? I would likewise^ ask 
you. Sir, if you consider as such the love of 
Shakspeare^ of the fiields, of music, and of books ? 
I hope I shall ever preserve, and one day be able 
to gratify these propensities ; yet if you condemn 
diem, I will instantly sacrifice them all» 

Having told you. Sir, what is forbidden me as 
improper, I will now add what is enjoined me 
as pr9|||r; needle-work as an occupation, and' the 
society of female neighboMr8.,as a relaxation.. 
N0W9 ;tx> my vicious taste nothing can be more 
unpleasant, or at the best insipid, than a company 
of females only, and tho^e uneducated females, ip 
a country town. I do |iot mean that a person 
may not be very amiable^ without being what is 
called well educated; but, the persons I. mean 
are very illiterate people^ who mix in very illiterate 
society^ and who are so wrapped up in ignorance 
and prejudice, that while they admire excellence 
without knowing it, they hate it because they 
cannot attain it. With such people, my evenings 
are passed ; it is upon such people that I am. to 
depend for amusement and for improvement. As 
to your papers. Sir, I can only read them, by 
stealth, for you are particularly odious to Mrs B. 
— I am, Sir, a respectful admirer^ F. N. 
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A FEW WORDS ON CHRISTMAS 

The /^LOSE the shutters, and draw the curtains to- 
happiest v-i gether, and pile fresh wood upon the hearth ! 
^^^ Let us have, for once, an innocent auto dafi. Let 
the hoarded corks be brought forth, and branches 
of ct^ckling laurel. Place the witie and fruit 
and the hot chestnuts upon the table. And now, 
good folks and children, bring your chairs r<3innd 
to the blazing fire. Put some of those tosy apples 
upon your plates. Wfe*ll drink one glass of biight 
sherry <'to our absent friends and' iLudtii^" and 
then tet us talk k little about Christmas. 

And what is Christmas ? ' 

Why, it is the happiest time of the yeif. • It 
is the season of mirth and cold weather. It is 
the time when Christmas-boxes and jokes are 
given; when mistletoe, and red-berried laurel, 
atod soups, and sliding^ and school-boys, prevail ; 
when the country is illuminated by fir^s and 
iH-ight faces ; and the town is radiant with laugh- 
ing children. Oranges, as rich as the fruit of 
the Hesperides, shine out in htge golden heaps. 
Cakes, frosted over (as if to rival the gUttfering 
snow) come 'forth by thousands froh> their summer 
(caves) ovens : and on evef y ^tall at every' corner 
of every street are thie roasted apples, like incense 
fuming on Pagan altars. ' 

And /^V night is Christmas EV£. Formerly 
it was a serio^is and holy Vigil. Our forefathers 
observed it strictly tiA a certain hour, and then 
requited their own forbearance with cups of ale 
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and Christmas candles, with placing tihe yuU ckg Qtir 
on the fire, and roaring themselves thirsty tiU conduct 
morning. Time has altered this. We are neither ^''^^^ 
so good as our fore&thers were --r nor so bad. ^ 
We go to bed sober ; but we have forgotten their 
old devotions. ! Our conduct looks lUce a sort of 
cotaEtpromise ; so that we are not worse than our 
ancestors, we are satisfi^ not to be better ; but 
let that pass.. What we now call. Christmas Eve 
— (there is something very delightful m old terms : 
they had always their birth < in reason or senti^ 
ment) was formerly Moedrtnack^ or 7 he Night af 
Mothers ! How beautifully does this . recall to 
(Mie's heart that holy tale^^^that wonderfid nativity, 
which the Eastern shepherds went by night to 
gaze >af and adore — 

(It was the winter wild, 
When the heaven-born child 
All meanly wrapp'd in the rude manger' lay j) 

a prodigy^ which, had it been invention only, 
wc^d have contained much . that was immaculate 
and sublime ; but, twined as it is with man's 
h<^s and fears, is invented with a grand and 
overwhelming interesL 

But to-night is Christmas Eve, and so we will 
be merry. Instead of toast and ale, we will conr 
tent ourselves with oiir sherry and chestnuts ; and 
we must put up with coffee or fragrant tea, instead 
of having the old Wassail-^Qwl which formed part 
of the inspiration of our elder poets. We were 
once admitted to the mysteries of that fine inven- 
tion, and we respect it accordingly. Does any 
one wish to know its merits ? Let \Am try what 
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The he can produce, oh our faint, and be grateful to 
**WkitMit* us for ever. The « WasteU-bowl " is, indeed, a 
''*'^* great composition. It is not carved by Bcnvenuto 
. Cellini (the outaide may^ — but it is not material), 
nor shaped by Michael Angelo fronr the marble 
quarries of Carrara ; bat it is a liquor fit for the 
hps of the Indian Bacchus, and worthy to cele- 
brate his return from conquest. It is made — for, 
after all, we must descend to particulars — it is 
made of wine, with rome water (but parce, precor, 
precor \) with spices of various sorts, and roasted 
apples, which float in triumph upon its top« The 
proportions of each are not important — in fact, 
they should be adapted to the taste of the drillers. 
The only caution that seems necessary is to ^' spare 
the water." If the Compositor should live in 
the neighbourhood of Aldgate, this hint may be 
deemed advisable ; though we mean no affront to 
either him or the pump. 

One mark and sign of Christmas is the musics 
rude enough, indeed, but generally gay, and speak- 
ing eloquently of the season. Music, at festivd 
times, i^ common to most countries. In Spaitu 
the serenader twangs his guitar : in Italy, the^ 
musician allures rich notes from his Cremona : in ^ 
Scotland, the bagpipe drones out its miserable 4 
noise : in Germany, there is the horn, and the L 
pipe in Arcady. We too, in our turn, have our * 
Christmas " fTaitSy** who witch us at early noom- | 
ingi before cock-crow^ with strains and welcomings 
which belong to night.' They wake us so gently 
that the music seems to have commenced in our 
dreams, and we listen to it till we sleep again. 
Besides this^ we have our songs, from the young i 
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and the old, jocose and fit for the time. What Christ- 
old gentleman of sixty has not his stock — his onej ™*« ' 
or two, or three frolicksome verses ? He sings ^^^S^ 
them for the young folks, and is secure of their 
applause and his own private satisfaction. His 
wife, indeed, perhaps says " Realiy, my dear Mr 
Williams, you should ntno give over these, &c. ; " 
but he is more resolute from opposition, and 
gambols through his " Flowery Meads of May," 
or " Beneath a shady bower," while the children 
hang on his thin, trembling, untuneable notes in 
delighted and delightfui amaze« ■ 

Many years ago (some forty-onej-^or two, — 
or three) when we were at home "for the Christ- 
mas holidays," we oci^signally heard these things. 
What a budget of songs we had ! None of them 
were good for much; but they were sung by 
joyful spirits, amidst fun and laughter, loud and 
in defiance of tune, and we were enchanted^. 
There was "Bright Chanticleer proclaims the 
dawn," — and " *Twas in the good shi^ Rover," 
*^and, ** Buy my matches," ^-^ (oh ! what an 
accompaniment there was with the flat hand 
arid the elbow) — "The lobster claw," — and 
others.' We should be sorry to strip them, like 
" Majesty " in the riddle, of their merit first and 
last (our recollection) and reduce them to "a 
jest." Yet they were indeed a jest, and a very 
pleasant one.~^Of all the songs, however, which 
become a time of feasting, there is none com- 
parable to one written by Beaumont and Fletcher. 
It is racy, and rich, and sparkling. It has the 
strength and regal taste of Burgundy, and the 
ethereal spirit of champaigne. Does the reader 
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The day wish to sec it ? Here it is : the words seem 
itseu floating in wine. 

God Lycaus— ever young, 
Ever honour'd, ever sung ; 
Stain'd with blood of lusty grapes, 
In a thousand lusty shapes. 
Dance upon the mazer's brim. 
In the crimson liquor swim ; 
From thy plenteous hand divine 
Let a river run with wine ! 

What a rioter was he that wrote this! His 
drink was not water from Hippocrenc, His 
fountain flowed with wine. His goddess was a 
girl with purple lips ; and his dreams were rich, 
like the Autumn ; but prodigal, wild, and Bac* 
chanaltan ! 

Leaving now om* eve of Christmas, its jokes, 
and songs, and warm hearths, we will indulge 
ourselves in a few words upon CHRISTMAS 
DAY. It is like a diay of victory. Every 
house and church is as green as spring. The 
laurel, that never dies, — the holly, with its armed 
leaves and scarlet berries, — ^the mistletoe, under 
which one sweet ceremonial is (we hope still) 
performed, are seen. Every brave shrub that 
has life and verdure seems to come forward to 
shame the reproaches of men, and to shew them 
that the earth is never dead, never parsimonious. 
Then, what gay dresses are intermixed^ — Art 
rivalling Nature! Woe to the rabbits and the 
hares, dnd the nut-cracking squirrels, the foxes, 
and all children of the woods, for Rirriers shall 
spoil them of their coats, to keep woman (the 
wonder of creation) warm ! And woe to those 
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damsels (fair anachromsms) who will not fence The 
out the sharp winter ; for rheumatisms and agues Beadle 
shall be theirs, and. catarrhs shall be their portion 
in spiing. But, look ! what- thing is this, awful 
and coloured like the rainbow, — blue, and red, 
and glistening yellow ? It« vest is sky-tinctured 1 
The edges of it« garments are like the sun ! 
Is it 

A faery Yifflon 

Of »ome gay creature of the element, 

That in the colours of the rainbow lives. 

And plays i' the plighted clouds ? 

No ; — it is the Beadle of St 's ! How Christ- 
mas and consolatory he looks ! How redolent of 
good cheer is he! He is a comu-copia, — an 
abundance! What pudding-eleeves ! — what a 
collar, red and like a beef-steak, is his ! He is 
a walking refreshment! He looks like a vpMe 
parish ,-—- full, important, -^ but untaxed. The 
children of charity gaze at him with a modest 
smile, the straggling boys look on him with con- 
fidence. They do not pocket their marbles. 
They do not fly from the familiar gutter. This 
is a red-letter day ; and the cane is reserved for 
to-morrow. 

London is not too populous at Christmas. But 
what there is of population looks more alive than 
at other times. Quick walking and heaps of 
invitations keep the blood warm. Every one seems 
hurrying to a dinner. The breath curls upward 
like smoke through the frosty air ; the eyes glisten ; 
the teeth are shown ; the muscles of the &Ce are 
rigid, and the colour of the cheek has a fixed 
look, like a stain. Hunger is no longer an enemy. 
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The We feed him» like the ravenous tiger, till he pants 
school- and sleeps, or is quiet. Every body eats at Christ- 
Ch^t^ mas. The rich feast as usual ; but the tradesman 
njj^s leaves his moderate fare for dainties. The appren- 
tice abjures his chop, and plunges at once into 
the luxuries of joints and puddings. The school- 
boy is no longer at school. He dreams no more 
of the coming lesson or the lifted rod; but 
mountains of jelly rise beside him, and blanc- 
mange, with its treacherous fouridations, threatens 
to overwhelm his fancy ; roods of mince pies 
spread out their chequered riches before him ; and 
iiguJits (only real on the 6th of January) pass by 
him, one by one, like ghosts before the vision of 
the King of Scotland. Even the servant has his 
" once a year " bottle of port ; and the beggar 
his " alderman in chains." 

Oh ! merry piping time of Christmas ! Never 
let us permit thee to degenerate into distant 
courtesies and formal salutations. But let us 
shake our friends and familiars by the hand, as 
our fathers and their fathers did. Let them all 
come around us, and let us count how many the 
year has added to our circle. Let us enjoy the 
present, and laugh at the past. Let us tell old 
stories and invent new ones — innocent always, and 
ingenious, if we can. Let us not meet to> abuse the 
world, but to make it better by our individual 
example* Let us be patriots, but not men of party. 
Let us look of the iime^^ — cheerful and generous, 
and endeavour to make others as generous aod 
cheerful as ourselves. 
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DOG DAYS 

"Now Sirius,. rages" 
To THE EDITOR OF THE EVERY-DAY BOOK 

C IR, — I am one of those unfortunate creaturesi A dog's 
^ who at this season of the year are exposed to plight 
the effects of an illiberal prejudice. Warrants 
aie issued out in form, and whole scores of us are 
takefi up and executed aniiuaily, under an obsolete 
statute, on what is called suspicion of lunacy. It 
is very hard that a sober, sensible dog, cannot go 
quietly ihrough a village about his business, with- 
out having his motions watched, or some imperti- 
nent fellow observing that there is an <^odd look 
about his eyes." My pulse, for instance, at this 
present writing, is as temperate as yours, Mr 
Editor, and my head as little rambling) but I 
hardly dare to show my face out of doors for 
fear of these scrutinizers. . If I look up in a 
stranger's face, he thinks I am going to bite him. 
If I go with my eyes fixed upon the ground, they 
say I have got the mopes, which is but a short 
stage from the disorder. If I wag my tail, I am 
too lively ; if I do not wag it, I am sulky — either 
of which appearances passes alike for a prognostic. 
If I pass a dirty puddle without drinking, sentence 
is infallibly pronounced upon me. I am perfectly 
swilled with the quantity of ditch-water I am 
forced to swallow in a day, to clear me from im- 
putations — a worse cruelty than the water ordeal 
of your old Saxon ancestors. If I snap at a 
bone, I am furious ; if I refuse it, I have got the 



264 ESSAYS AKD SKETCHES 

The sullens, and that is a bad symptom. I dare not 

whole bark outright, for fear of beinei adjudged to rave. 

actSb^ It was but yesterday, that I indulged in a little 

innocent ye/fi only, on occasion of a cart-wheel 

going over my leg, and the populace was up in 

arms, as if I had betrayed some marks of flighti* 

' new in my eonrersation. ' 

Really our case is okie which calls* for the in- 
t^ference of the chancellor. He should* see, as 
in cases of other lanatics, that commissions are 
only issued out against proper objects; and aotd 
whole race be proscribnl, because some dreatnisg 
Chaldean, two thousand years ago, ftrnded a 
canine resemblance in some star or otber, that 
was suppoeed to predominate over addle brains, 
with as little justice as Mercury was held to be 
influential over rogues and swindlers ; no compli- 
ment I am sure to either star or planet. Pray 
attend to my complaint, Mr Editor, and speak a 
good word for us this hot weather. 

Your faithful, though sad dog, 

PoMPEY. 



The present issue of Charles Lamb's ** Essays and Sketches " 
has been edited by Mr Walter Jerrold, ivho has added the 
marginalia and condihnted the-foUowing bibliographical and 
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The few footnotes which occur through the volume are 
Lamb's own. 
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1, Recollections or Christ's HosprrAL. — This essay 

appeared originally in the Gentleman* s Magazine for 

iune, 1 8 1 3, and was reprinted with some changes by 
.amb at the end of the first of the two volumes of 
his V^orks in 1818. In its original form the essay 
opened with a discussion of some topical points 
concerning the presentations to the school, and the 
second paragraph, as it now is, concluded with 
these words : " let those judge, I say, who have 
compared this scene with the abject countenances, 
the squalid mirth, the broken-down spirit, and 
crouching, or fierce and brutal deportment to 
strangers, of the very different sets of little beings 
who range round the precincts of common orphan 
schools and places of charity." 

2, res angusta domi. — ^Juvenal's Third Satire, ** narrowed 

means at home." 

3, footnote. — Antonio Verrio (i639?-i707). 

5. PAili/> QuarWs Island, — This refers to a book the 
first title of which was The Hermit, one of the 
imitations of Robinson Crusoe, published in 1727. 

d. Mr Perry, — i.e* John Perry, who was appointed 
steward in 1761, died in 1785. Mr Hathaway, 
the steward referred to in the footnote, retired 
in 1813. 

10. the Rev, Jamts Boyer, — Boyer was master from 1776 
to 1799, in which year he retired and died. 

14, Hllliam Vales, — Appointed in 1776 and died in 
1798. 
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16. Joshua BarntSy «fc.~> Joshua Barnes (1654-1712), 
« Greek scholar and antiquary ; Jeremiah Markland 
( 1 693-1 776), antiquary; William Camden (1551- 
. 1623), antiquary. 

18. The Londonxr. — Morning Poxt^ February ist, 1802. 
Reprinted in fVorks^ vol. ii^ 1818, and then given 
as though addressed to the Editor of the Reflectory 
which it had never been. The essay was greatly 
altered from its original form in the Morning Posty 
where it was marked as the first of a series. 

20. Found tongues in trees, etc, — As Tou Like It, II. i. 

16, 17. 

21. On Burial Socibties. — The Reflector, iii.| 18 11, and 

W^orksy vol. ii., 181 8. 

22» Man, says Sir Thomas Browne, etc, — Hydriotaphiay 
ch. V. . 

28. grimes, and worms and epitaphs, — Richard II, 

**• Let's talk of graves, of worms and epitaphs." 

Richard Il,y III. ii. 145. 

28. On thi Danger or Confounding, etc. — The Re- 

flectory ii., 181 1, TLtidfVorksy vol. ii., 18 18. 

29. read the mind*s, etc. — 

** To find the mind's construction in the face.*' . 

Macbethy I. iv. i2. 

36. Mrs Ratcliffe, — i.e, Ann Radcliffe (1764-1823), 

author of The Mysteries of Udolpho, 
36. Mr Monk Lewis, — i,e, Matthew Gr^ory J«ewis 

(1775-18 1 8), author of The Monk, 

36. Tarquirt tread, and mill-stone dropping eyes, etc, 

" withered murder 
. * . . . 

With Tarquin's ravishing strides." 

Macbethy II. i. 52-5* 
" Your eyes drbp mill-stones, when fools* eyes drop 
tears.'* Richard ///., I. iii. 354. 

37. On the Inconveniencxs, etc. — The Reflectory ii., 

181 1, and Worksy vol. ii., 18 18. Lamb used some- 
thing of the same idea in his farce The Town- 
broker*s Daughtery and, still playing upon terms, 
named his character ** Pendulous.'* 
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41. u4cAateses.!^-^^ F\du8 Achates," the facthfui Achates, 
always at the side of ^neas (Virgil's e/EneiiL) in 
his numerous perils and misfortunes. 

41. smoke his cravat. — To "smoke!' was an old word 
for ridicule. 

47. tie Graniedigger in Hamlet. — See Hamht, V. i. 49, etc. 

47. that scene in Measure for Measure. — See IV. iii. 

48. jit tke ivind you knotiff etc, — Kyd's Spanish Tragedy , 

\IX, xiitf. 152. . 

48.. M« Angel in Milton,^ etc, — Panuiise L^t, Bk. VIIT. 

578. 

49. San Benitot. — i.e, the dress in which victims of the 

auto da /e' suffered, 

50. On the MxLANCHOLr or Tailors. — The Champion^ 

December 4th, 18 14, and with certain alterations, 
ff^oris, vol. ii., 1818. 

50. Sedet^ etc, — Virgil's jEneid, indicating that "un- 

happy Theseus sfts, and shall sit there for ever." 

51. At my nativity, etc. — Sir Thortias Browne, Religio 

Medici, Part II. sec. xi. It should read, " watery 
sign of Scorpius." 

52. shield worn by Charles Brandon, etc. — Charles Brandon, 

Duke of Suffolk, who married Mary, sister of 
Henry VIII., appeared at a tourney with a saddle- 
cloth half of frieze and half of cloth of gold, in- 
scribed on the one side — 

" Cloth of gold do not despise 
Though thou'rt match'd with cloth of frieze," 
and on the other — 

" Cloth of frieze be not too bold 
Though thon'rt matched with cloth of gold." 

52. Iris herself, etc. — Paradise Lost, Bk. XI. 244. 

53.. Eliot's famous troop, etc, — General EJiott, afterwards 
Lord Heathfield (1717- 1790),, founder, of the 15th 
King's Own Royal Light Pragoons — 15th Hussars 
— in which a number of tailors on strike were 
said to have enlisted. 

54. / have neither, etc-^^As You Like It, IV. i.. 10, etc. 
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55. Z)r Norrh* s famous narrative^ etc. — iu. The Narrat'fue 

ef Dr Robert Norris concerning the ' Strange and 
Deplorable Frensty of Mr John Dennit, a satirical 
squib by Alexander Pope against Dennis, the crUic. 

$6» tAe envious yuno^ etc. — Sir Thomas Browfte describes 
the posture as '* venefictous," ilhistrating it by 
Juno't attitude before Alcmena. Pseudsdoxia 
EpidemifOi Bki V. ch. xxiii. 

56. Bad diet a cause^ etc* — See' Burton's Anatomy of Melan- 

choly^ Part I. sec. ii. mem. ii. sub-sec. i. In the 
original, ^ coleworts "< should be between oicumber 
and melonsi. 

57. Edak on AprrriTK.*— The Reflector^ iv. 1^12, and 

fForkSy vol. ii., 1818^ 

57. sunt i/erba, etc. — Horace^ Etist, I. 34-5. ** These are 

' words and maxims by which you may mitigate your 

pain, and io a great measure overcome, the disease." 

Pope's translation, given. a few lines later on, is 

from his Horace, Epistle I. 59-60. 

60. supernatwally -replenished cup* — See Ovid, Meta" 

morphosesy VIII, 

61. the board of Heliogabalus. — See Gibbons' Rome, ch. vi. 

61. thi Cwii and Dentati. — Named after a Roman 
general, Curius Dentatus Marcus Annius, celebrated 
for the simplicity of his Hvin]g. 

61. given to Noah, etc. — "Every moving thing that 
liveth shall be meat for you." Genesis ix. 3. 

61. Mandeville. — i.e. Bernard Mandeville (i670?-i733). 

67, HosriTA, ETC. — This essay appeared originally im- 
' mediately after Edax in the Reflector (in the 
fVorks Lamb reversed their relative positions), with 
the following editorial footnote, signed "Ref": — 
''To all appearance, the obnoxious visitor of 
Hospita can be no other than my inordinate 
iriend Edax, whose misfortunes are detailed, ore 
rotundof in the preceding article. He will of 
course see the complaint that is made against 
him ; but it can hardly be any benefit either to 
himself or his entertainers. The man's appetite 
is not a bad habit, but a disease ^ and if he had 
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not thought proper to relate his own story, I do 
not know whether it would have been altogether 
justifiable to be so amusing upon such a subject." 

69. ftrfect iittU Fytka^weanu — P)4hagora8 taught the 

do4;trine of transformation of soul, and that flesh 
should not be eaten. 

70. Can he have read Mr Malthm^ etc, — Thomas Robert 

Malthus (1766-1834). The work referred to is 
probably his essay On the High Price of Proviiionsy 
1800. 

71. EuA TO HIS CoRRKSPONDENTS. — Lottdon Magoxtne^ 

March and November, 1821. The first arose 
out of a review by Leigh Hunt of Larah's Work} 
of 18 1 8, in the IndtCMm^ January 2tst, 1821 
(repeated from the Examiner of an earlier date). 
73. ff^Ay then the wQrldy etc. — fflniir*s Tale^ I. ii. 293-4. 

7$. Modh mt Thebisy etc, — Horace^ **He ^Izttt me now 
at Thebes, now at Athens." 

y6, Elta on his *^ Confessions or a Drunkard." — London 
Magassine, August, 1822. The Conftisions are giv^^n 
in the Last Essays of EUa, This addition was 
ca^d for by repeated reference, and notably in 
the Sluarterly^ to the confessions being not only 
realistic but actually autobiographical. 

78. The Gentle Giantess. — London c^agaseincy De^ 
cember, 1822. In a letter to Dorothy Words- 
worth, written at Christmas, 1822, Lamb said : 
" Ask anybody you meet who is the biggest woman 
in Cambridge, and I'll hold you a wager they'll 
say Mrs Smith. She broke down two benches in 
Trinity Gardens, one on the confines of St John's, 
which occasioned a litigation between the societies 
as to repairing it. In warm weather she retires 
into an ice-cellar (literally !), and dates the returns 
of the years from a hot Thursday some twenty 
years back. She sits in a room with opposite 
doors and windows to let in a thorough draught, 
which gives her slenderer friends toothaches. She 
is to be seen in the market every morning at ten 
cheapening fowls, which I observe the Cambridge 
poulterers are not sufficiently careful to stump." 
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78. tkt maid*t aunt tf Bramfird,' — r'^. Brentford. See 
Merry f^tves of fVtndsor^ IV, ii, 

82. Guy Faux. — London Mi^azhe^ November, 1823. 
The latter part of the ettay, from '^The Gun- 
powder Treason was the subject," had appeared in 
the Reflector in 181 1, under the title of On the 
Frobable Effects <f the Gnnfowder Treason to (his 
Country if the Conspirators had Accomplished their 
Object, Some small textual alterations were made. 

82. A 'Very ingenious^ etc, — i.e, William Hazlitt (1778- 
1830), whose article from which Lamb quotes had 
appeared in the Examiner^ November nth, 18th, 
25th, 1 82 1. It was Lamb, it appears, who sug- 
gested to Hazlitt the defending of Quy Faux. 

82. he will not obtrude himself at M M, etc, — i.e, May- 

nooth. Of course Hazlitt was not an ex-Jesuit.- 

83. than ReguluSf etc, — M. Atilius Regulus, Roman 

consul, who allowed himself to be killed by the 
Carthaginians, rather than recommend the Senate 
to make peace.— ^Codrus, the last king of Attica, 
who, hearing that the invading Dorians were to 
be successful if his life was spared, insisted upon 
sacrificing himself. 

84. dregs of Loyola. — Ignatius de Loyola (1491-1556) 

was the founder of the Society of Jesus. 

85. the pulpit eloquence of Jeremy Taylor, — Jeremy Taylor 

(161 3-1607) was chaplain to Archbishop Laud, and 
dedicated to him his Gunpowder Treason sermon, 
delivered at Oxford, November 5th, 1638; 

85. Adramelechy etc, — For Adrammelech, see 2 Kings 
xix. 37 ; for Haman, Esther iii. 6. 

85. Caligula* s wish, — ^The Emperor Caligula wiflCied 
^ that all the Roman people had but one neck, so 
that he might decapitate Rome at a blow." 

85. the Sicilian even-songy etc, — The Sicilian Vespers is 
the name given to the massacre of the French in 
Sicily on March 30th, 1282. The Massacre of 
St Bartholomew was the massacre of the Hpguenots 
in Paris on August 14th, 1572. 
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$8y footnote, yicar and Mouu — 'In hit quotation Lamb 
appears to have mixed up two staftsnt^of this old 
song. 

90. dulcified iy an exposure^ «/r.— From Edmund Burke's 

Letter to a Nohle Lord on the Attacks, made u^n 
him and kit Pension, 1796. ^ 

91. the Shallows %vostld have been nothing to us. — See 

Merry ffi'ves of Windsor y I. T. 16, 

91. reed tift with fire. — 

'* and in his hand a reed 
Stood lyaving tipt with fire.** 

Paradise Lost^ Bk. VI. 579-80. 

91. quorum fart magna fuit,'^**\n which he was a 
principal party." Virgil, ^neid^ II. 5. 

9a. helow in Bellamy* t rodm.-— This was the old refresh- 
ment-room of the House of Commons. *^ Repaired 
to Bellamy's kitchen — a refreshment-room where 
persons who are not members are admitted on 
sufFrance, as it were." Charles Dickens, Sketches 
by Boz, ch. xviii. 

9a. Pride's Purge, — Colonel Pride, when Parliament 
proved itself unwilling to condemn the king, entered 
the House of Commons (December 6th, 1648) 
with a body of soldiers, and ^purged" it of all 
members favourable to the king's cause. 

93. the Septennial Act, — The Septennial Act, increasing 
the life of a Parliament from three to seven years, 
was passed in 17 16. 

93. ./^ Committee above xTtfrrf.-— These committees had to 
try electioi\ petitions. 

9|.. mere tales fif a tstb,^-A tale of a tub was an old 
phrase signifying an idle fiction, a cock-and-bull 
story, and was used as such nearly a couple of 
centuries before Swift wrote his Tale of a Tub, 

93. Letter to an Old Gentlematt, etC'^Lmdon Aiaganine^ 
January, iSa^. Exactly two years earlier "Hiomas 
de Quincey had be^n in the same magazine a 
series of Letter* to a Toung Gentleman whose Educa- 
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tion has been N^Iected, Writing to Bernard Barton 
in the spring of 1823, Lamb said that he had been 
'* engaged about a humorous paper for the Lordorij 
which I had called a Letter to an Old Gentleman 
whose Education had been Neglected, and when it 
was done Taylor and Hessey would not print it, 
and it discouraged me from doing anything else." 
When the paper appeared two years later, Lamb 
explained to another correspondent that *'De 
Quincey's * Parody * was submitted to him before 
printed, and had his Prohatum" In the magazine 
it was prefaced by the following letter : — 

** Dear Sir, — I send you a bantering Epistle to 
an Old Gentleman whose Education is supposed 
to have been Neglected, Of course, it was 
suggested by some Letters of your admirable 
Opium-Eater, the discontinuance of which has 
caused so much regret to myself in common with 
most of your readers. You will do me injustice 
by supposing, that in the remotest degree it was 
my intention to ridicule those Papers. The fact 
is, the most serious things may give rise to an 
innocent burlesque ; and the more serious they are, 
the litter they become for that purpose. It is not 
to be supposed that Charles Cotton did not enter- 
tain a very high regard for Virgil, notwithstanding 
he travestied that Poet. Yourself can testify the 
deep respect I have always held for the profound 
learning and penetrating genius of our friend. 
Nothing upon earth would give me greater 
pleasure than to find that he has not lost sight of 
his entertaining and instructive purpose. 

** I am, dear Sir, yours and his sincerely, 

"Elia." 

98. Buchanan and Bushy. — George Buchanan (i 506-1 582) 

included among his pupils. Montaigne and James I. 
Richard Busby f 1606-1695), the famous master of 
Westminster School. 

99. Mr. Hartlib ap^earsy etc. — Samuel Hartlib {d. 1670 ?), 

. the friend of Milton, to whom was dedicated the 
poct*s Tractate on Education^ 
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99. measured the glohe wit A Ccok^ or Ortelius, — Capt. James 
Cook (1728-1779), the famous circumnavigator. 
Abraham Ortelius (i 527-1 598}, one of the greatest 
geographers of his age. 

10 1| footnote. — See first note to page 99. The passage 
occurs at the beginning of the seventh paragraph 
of the Tractate, Instead of ** whence you may 
discern," it should read, '* where I will point out," 
and ** prospects " should be •* prospect." 

1 01. A Vision or Horns. — London Magaxine, January, 
1825. Lamb wished it punningly signed ''Jack 
Homer," or that it should appear anonymously, 
but was persuaded to sign it with his ** Elia." 

loi. Moses* homy the horn of Ammon^ etc*-— 'After communing 
with God on the mountain for forty days, the face 
of Moses shone so that he had to go veiled before 
the people, and some authorities say that ** horn " 
signifies the rays of light, while others trace 
** Moses' horn " to the Fitlgate, where the Hebrew 
word for shining is rendered horn (see Ex dus 
xxxiv. 30, etc., and Sir Thomas Browne's 
PseuJodoxia Epidemical ch. xi.). — Ammon is re- 
presented in Egyptian records as ram-headed. — 
Amalthea, the nurse of the infant Zeus, is some- 
times represented as a goat herself, and sometimes 
as a nymph, who gave a goat's horn filled with herbs 
to Zeus. Zeus himself is sometimes said to have 
broken off a goat's horn, and given it the power 
of becoming filled with whatever the ovimer might 
wish— hence the horn of plen^ or cornucopia. 

109. as Virgil speaks, — In the jEneid^ Bk. VI ^ as translated 
by Dryden — 

** Two gates the silent House of Sleep adorn — 
Of polished ivory this, that of transparent horn. 
True visions through transparent horn arise. 
Through polished ivory pass deluding lies." 

109. Unitarian Protests.-— Lm^/oii t!9£aga»inef February, 
1825. Unitarians and other Dissenters were com- 
pelled by law to marry in English churches until 
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after 1836. After the orthodox ceremony it became 
customary to deliver a protest against the service 
by which it had been legalised. 

116. RcrLECTioNS IN THE PiLLORY. — Londoti cMagoztne, 
March, 1825, where it was given under the 
heading of Excerptions fiom an Idler's Scrap-hook, 
The last use of the pillory in this country was in 
1837, about two years after Lamb's death. 

116. Ketch, — The real Jack Ketch died in 1686, but his 

name has descended to all executioners. 

117. fritnds from over the water, — i,e, prisoners from the 

King's Bench Prison at Southwark. 

118. Sir Thomas Lawrence, — /.«. the famous portrait 

painter (1769- 1830). 

119. tf Brentfird competitor, — Referring to the old legend 

of the two kings of Brentford. 

119. oiium cum dignitate. — Leisure with dignity. 

119. Shades of^astwichy etc, — John Bastwick (i 593-1654) 

was pilloried and lost his ears for writing an 
attack on the Bishops. William Prynne ^1600- 
1669) was twice pilloried and also lost his ears 
for his publications and his support of Bastwick. 
Daniel Defoe (1659-1731} was pilloried on the 
last three days of 1703 for publishing The Shortest 
IVay Vfith the Dissenters, John Shebbeare (1709- 
1788) was pilloried for writing against the house 
oJF Hanover. 

120. Gresham*s wonder^ hail! — Sir Thomas Gresham- 

(15 19 ?~i579) founded the Royal Exchange. 

1 20. He closed the Exchequer, — Charles II. closed the 

Exchequer and suspended payment of principal or 
interest on loans to the Treasury in 1671. 

121. RxMiNiscxNCXS or Juki Judkins, etc. — New ^Monthly 

c^agaxincy June, 1826. 

123. cats* 'heads, — These apples are described in. an 
eighteenth-century work on husbandry as being 
"by some called the go-no-fiirther," as though in 
them the limit of apple size had been reached. 
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not thought proper to relate his own story, I do 
not know whether it would have been altogether 
justifiable to be so amusing upon such a subject." 

6^ firftct little Pythi^ot*eans, — Pythagoras taught the 
doctrine of transformation of scKil, and that flesh 
should not be ; eaten. - 

70. Can he have read Mr Mdthm^ etc, — Thomab Robert 

Malthus (1766-18 34). ^he work referred to is 
probably his essay On the High Price of Proviiions^ 
• 1800. 

71. EuA TO HIS Correspondents. -—Loff^off Magaxinty 

March and November, 1821. The first arose 
out .of a revkw by beigh Hunt of Lamh's fForks 
of 1 81 8, in the Indltstory January 21st, 1821 
(repeated from the Examiner of an earlier date). 

73, Why then the sogrld^ etc. — fflnter*s Tale, I. ii. 293-4. 

75. Modh me Thehit, etc, — Horace, **He |>laces me now 

at Thebes, now at Athens." 

76. Elia on his ** Confessions or a Drunkard." — London 

Magazine, Auglist, 1822. The Confitiimi are givcin 
in the Last Essays of Elia, This addition was 
ca^ed for by repeated reference, and notably in 
the Quarterly, to the confessions being not only 
realistic but actually autobiographical. 

78. The Gentle Giantess. — London c^agast^ne, De- 
cember, 1822. In a letter to Dorothy Words- 
worth, written at Christmas, 1822, Lamb said : 
** Ask anybody you meet who is the biggest woman 
in Cambridge, and I'll hold you a wager they'll 
say Mrs Smith. She broke down two benches in 
Trinity Gardens, one on the confines of St John's, 
which occasioned a litigation' between the societies 
as to repairing it. In warm weather she retires 
into an ice-cellar (literally !), and dates the returns 
of the years from a hot Thursday some twenty 
years back. She sits in a room with opposite 
doors and vnndows to let in a thorough draught, 
which gives her slenderer friends toothaches. She 
is to be seen in the market every morning at ten 
cheapening fowls, which I observe the Cambridge 
poulterers are not sufficiently careful to stump." 
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78. thi titaid*s. aunt 6f Bramfirdt^-^i^, Brentford. See 
Merry Wtntei ojf fVlrtdsor^ IV. ii. 

82. Guy Faux. — London M^azine, November, 1823. 
The latter part of the eetay, from XThc Gun- 
powder Treason was the subject," had appeared in 
the Reflector in 181 1, under the title of On the 
Probable Effects (f t^e Gunpowder Treason to thit 
Country if the Conspirators had Accomplished their 
Object. Some small textual alterations were made. 

82. A very ingenious, etc, — i,e, William Hazlitt (1778- 
1830), whose article from which Lamb quotes had 
appeared in the Examiner, November nth, 18th, 
25th, 1 82 1. It was Lamb, it appears, who sug- 
gested to Hazlitt the defending of Guy Faux. 

82. he will not obtrude himself at M th, etc, — i,e. May- 

nooth. Of course Hazlitt was not an ex-Jesuit* 

83. than Regulus, etc. — M. Atilius Regulus, Roman 

consul, who allowed himself to be killed by the 
Carthaginians, rather than recommend the Senate 
to make peace.— ^Codrus, the last king of Attica, 
who, hearing that the invading Dorians were to 
be successful if his life was spared, insisted upon 
sacriAcing himself. 

84. dregs of Loyola. — Ignatius de Loyola (1491-1556) 

was the founder of the Society of Jesus. 

85. the pulpit eloquence of Jeremy Taylor. — ^Jeremy Taylor 

(1613-1667) was chaplain to Archbishop Laud, and 
dedicated to him his Gunpowder Treason sermon, 
delivered at Oxford, November 5th, 1638; 

85. Adrametechy etc, — For Adrammelech, see 2 Kings 
xix. 37 ; for Haman, Esther iiu 6. 

85. Caligula's wish. — ^The Emperor Caligula wi^ed 
^ that all the Roman people had but one neck, so 
that he might decapitate Rome at a blow." 

85. the Sicilian even-song, etc, — The Sicilian Vespers is 
the name given to the massacre of the. French in 
Sicily on March 30th, 1282. The Massacre of 
St Bartholomew was the massacre of the Huguenots 
in Paris on August i4th, 1572. 
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8^, footnote. Vkar and Aietes, — ^In hit quotation Lamb 
appears to have mixed up two stanzne* of this old 
song. 

90. dulcified by an txp^surty etc. — >From Edmund Burke's 

Letter to a iVo^/p Lord on the uittackt made uj^n 
him and hit Pension^ 1796. > - 

91. the Shallowi woiJd hatve been nothing to us. — See 

Merry fflves of Windsor y I. 1. 16, 

91. reed tij>t ivithfire. — 

** and in his hand a reed 
Stood leaving tipt with fire." 

Paradise Lost, Bk. VI. 579-80. 

91. quorum piirs magna y»//.-^^In which he was a 

principal party." Virgil, uEneid^ II. 5. 

9a. below in Bellamy's yvom.-^This was the old refresh- 
ment-room of the House of Commons. ** Repaired 
to Bellamy's kitchen — a refreshment-room where 
persons who are not members are admitted on 
sufFrance, as it were." Charles Dickens, Sketches 
by Boniy ch. xviii. 

92. Pride's Purge, — Colonel Pride, when Parliament 

proved itself unwilling to condemn the king, entered 
the House of Commons (December 6th, 1648) 
with a body of soldiers, and ''purged" it of all 
members favourable to the king's cause. 

93. the Septennial j^ct, — The Septennial Act, increasing 

the life of a Parliament from three to seven years, 
was passed in 17 16. 

^'^, A Committee ab^ve stair s,-^Tht%t committees had to 
try electioi\ petitions. 

9). mere tales /of a tub,~^A. tale of a tub was an old 
phrase signifying an idle fiction, a cock-and-bull 
story, and was used as such nearly a couple of 
centuries before Swift wrote his Tale of a Tub, 

93. Letter to an Old Gentltman^ ctCj-^London Magazine ^ 
January, 1825. Exactly two years earlier Thomas - 
de Quincey ,had b^^n in the same magazine a 
series of Letters to a Young Gentleman whtee Educa- 
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thn hai bun Neglected* Writing to Bernard Barton 
in the spring of 1823, Lamb said that he had been 
'* engaged about a humorous paper for the London^ 
which I had called a Letter to an Old Gentleman 
whose Education had been Neglected, and when it 
was done Taylor and Hessey would not print it, 
and it discouraged me from doing anything else." 
When the paper appeared two years later, Lamb 
explained to another correspondent that '^De 
Quincey's * Parody * was submitted to him before 
printed, and had his Prohatum." In the magazine 
it was prefaced by the following letter : — 

" Dear Sir, — I send you a bantering Epistle to 
an Old Gentleman whose Education is supposed 
to have been Neglected. Of course, it was 
suggested by some Letters of your admirable 
Opium-Eater, the discontinuance of which has 
caused so much regret to myself in common with 
most of your readers. You will do me injustice 
by supposing, that in the remotest degree it was 
my intention to ridicule those Papers. The fact 
is, the most serious things may give rise to an 
innocent burlesque \ and the more serious they are, 
the fitter they become for that purpose. It is not 
to be supposed that Charles Cotton did not enter- 
tain a very high regard for Virgil, notwithstanding 
he travestied that Poet. Yourself can testify the 
deep respect I have always held for the profound 
learning and penetrating genius of our friend. 
Nothing upon earth would give me greater 
pleasure than to find that he has not lost sight of 
his entertaining and instructive purpose. 

" I am, dear Sir, yours and his sincerely, 

"Elia." 

98. Buchanan and Bushy.' — George Buchanan (i 506-1 582) 
included among his pupils Montaigne and James I. 
Richard Busby (1606-169$), the famous master of 
Westminster School. 

. 99. Mr Hartllb apj>ears^ etc, — Samuel Hartlib {d, 1670 ?), 
the friend of Milton, to whom was dedicated the 
poet's Tractate on Education, 
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1 68. Baucis and Philemon, — See note to page 60. 

168. The fear of Hi, etc. — " The fear of ill exceeds the Evil 
we fear," Fairfax, Tasso, 

168. Men are hut, etc. — Diyden, All for Love, IV. i. 

169. Crede quod labesy etc, — *^ Believe that you have it, and 

you have it." 

170. ivill stifle Cocker, etc. — ^Edward Cocker (1631-1675), 

an arithmetician whose name has become proverbial. 

171. Massinger*s Luke, etc. — Luke Frugal is one of the 

characters in Massinger's City Madam ,* Sir Epicure 
Mammon in Ben Jonson's Alchemist f Sir Balaam 
in Pope's Moral Essays, III. 341, etc. 

171. tvhat Dr Johnson said to Garrick, etc. — The anecdote 

is given in Cooke's Life of Samuel Foote. 

172. M. de Chateaubriand's jir^ling expression, etc, — The 

expression was, of course, not invented by Chateau- 
briand. It is an old phrase indicating the oon*- 
tinuity of sovereignty irrespective of the death of 
sovereigns. 

172, Many Friinda. — J\Vw Times, January 8th, 1825. 
The papers signed *^ Lepus," contributed by Lamb 
to the Neiv Timesy have only recently been identified, 
thanks to mention in Crabb Robinson's Diary ^ and 
to a passage in a letter which Lamb wrote to 
Landor in 1832, wherein he refers to the " measure- 
less B's," and to the tale of a shark, ''endless, 
immortal." 

172. dear Variorum. — The papers appeared (with others) 

under the heading ** Variorum." 

173. What a piece of work is man, etc, — "What a piece of 

work is a man ! how noble in reason ! how 
infinite in faculty ! " etc. Hamlet, II. ii. 315, etc 

174. Ofor a Lodge, etc, — Cowper, Task, II. i. 

174. those Seven Slee/>ers, — The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus 
were noble youths who fled during the Decian 
persecution to a cave in Mount Celion, where 
they slept for a period^ variously stated, of from 
195 to 309 years. 
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176. Tom Pry.^ — O^ewTimiif February 8th, 1825. Thomas 
Hill (1760-1840), **the wittiest of Dry Saltera," 
as Lamb described him, who was supposed to be 
the original of Poole's Taul Try^ may also have 
been the original of Lamb's Tom Pry, Lamb had 
also put a Jeremiah Pry with some like character- 
istics into his farce of Mr H, 

176. Like the man in the flay^ homo etty e/r.— The reference 

is to a character in one of the plays of Terence, 
''I am a man, and nothing that concerns a man 
do I deem a matter of indifference to me." 

177. Uique recurrit, — Horace, "Naturam expelles fiirca, 

tamen usque recurret" — "Though you should 
check Nature by force, she will still resume her 
sway." 

179. Tom Pry's Wife. — O'^evo Times, February 28th, 1825. 
The ** original" of this character, there seems 
little doubt, was Mrs Godwin. 

181. The Last Peach. — London Magazine, April, 1825. 
In a letter of Lamb's to Bernard Barton (Decem- 
ber I St, 1824] is to be found the suggestive germ 
of this essay. 

181. that unfortunate man, etc. — Henry Fauntleroy (1785- 
1824), partner in a banking firm, was hanged for 
a series of forgeries. 

iSj, fiarfuliy made. — •*! am fearfully and wonderfully 
made." Ts, cxxxix. 14. 

184. Lamentations of a Sinner. — i.e. the sixteenth-century 
hymn, " O Lord, turn not Thy face away." 

184. A Character. — O^ew Timesy August 25th, 1825. 

184. there is Egomet, etc. — It is, perhaps, idle to speculate 
as to tne original of this sketch ; in some ways it 
suggests James Elia (John Lamb). Egomet was 
a pen-name of Thomas Wainewright (see note to 
page 139). 

184. Jack^Ketchery. — See note to page 116. 

186. nimium vicini, etc. — Virgil, "Mantua va ! miserae 
nimiam vicina Cremons," *' Mantua, alas ! how 
much too near to the unfortunate Cremona." 
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186. hU fane of Diana, — Probably a reference to Acts xix. 
24, etc. 

186. a *Pagod or a hucretian Juptter, — ^A Pagod, an Oriental 

idol, also the temple in which it is housed. Lucre- 
tius imagined the gods as quite aloof from and 
heedless of all human concerns. 

187. Remarkable Correspondent.— -Hone's Every -Day 

*Book, May ist, 1825. 

187. /4m I not a Dty, etc, — This reads as though Lamb 
was parodying from memory Shylock's speech, 
** Hath not a Jew eyes,** etc. Merchant of Venice^ 
in. i. 61, etc. 

189. Captain Starkey. — E-oery-Day Book, July 2i8t, 1825. 
On July 9th Hone had given the account of 
Starkey which inspired Lamb's paper. 

193. Air Thomas Ran son. — i,e. Thomas Frazer Ranson 
(1724-1828), a successful line engraver. 

195. The Humble Petition, etc. — Eatery -Day 9ao^, 
August 12th, 1825. George IV., b, August I2thy 
1762, after his accession had his birthday celebrated 
on April 23rd. See also Lamb's Rejoicings Upon 
the O^ew Tear's Comity of tAge in the Last Essies 
of Eiia for reference to uie same theme. 

195. I fade into the light of common day, — 

** At length the man perceives it die away 
And fade into the light of common day." 

Wordsworth, Ode on Intimations ^ Immortality^ v. 5. 

1 96. ^rom George of Cappadocioy etc. — Geoi^e of Cappadocia, 

Bishop of Alexandria, murdered in the fourth 
century. — George of Leyden, probably a mistake 
for John of Leyden, a sixteenth-century visionary. 
— George-a-Green was the hero of an old ballad tale 
dramatised as George-a-Green j the Pinner of W^ai(e- 
Jield, probably by Robert GreenCf but variously 
assigned also to Lodge, Peele, and Shakespeare. — 
George Dyer (1755-1841) was a poet, critic, and 
friend of Lamb's. 

197. The Ass. — Every -^^ Book, October 5th, 1825, 

where it was prefaced by a few lines^ in which 
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Hone said, ''C. L. 'getting well, but weak' from 
painful but severe indisposition, is * off and away ' 
for a short discursion. Better health to him, and 
good be to him all his life. Here he is." Lamb 
wrote to Hone on October 25th, saying, "My 
friends are fairly surprised that you should set me 
down so unequivocally for an ass, as you have 
done." 

197. Mr Collier^ etc, — i.e John Payne Collier (i 789-1 883) 

published his Poetical Decameron ; or. Ten Conversa- 
tions on English Poets and Poetry ^ particularly of the 
Reigns of Elizabeth and James /., in 1820, 

198. hefween the year Sy etc, — Quoted from an earlier article 

in the Every^Day ^Book, 

198. Lay on: you heat, etc, — Anaxarchus, the philosopher, 

who was pounded to death in a mortar by command 
of Alexander, is said to have made this remark to 
his executioners. 

199. refne a scorpion, etc. — **They could not refine a 

scorpion mto a fish, though they had drawn it, 
and rinsed it with never so cleanly cookery." At 
the beginning of Milton's jinimadversions upon the 
Remonstrant* s Defence against Smectymnuus, 

200. the *Ass of Silenus. — Silenus is generally represented 

as riding on an ass. 

201. quoted by Tims. — In the earlier article referred to in 

first note to page 198. 

201. jfem ^oyer. — See note to page 10. 

201. In rx Squirrels. — Every-Day Book, October i8th, 
1825. Suggested by a letter quoted from the 
Gentleman's Mi^axine, by Hone, in an earlier 
number of the Every-Day Book, 

201. Mr Urban* s Correspondent, etc, — Sylvanus Urban, 

the continued pseudonym of successive editors of 
the Gentleman's Mi;^a%ine, 

202. The ^Author of the Task, — William Cowper. The 

passage referred to is Bk. VI. 3 1 5-20. 

202. small deer. — A fiivourite phrase of Lamb's, taken 
from King Lear, III. iv. 145, ''mice and rats and 
such small deer." 
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202. yeremy Bentham, etc» — Jeremy Bentham (i 748-1 832) 
published his ^oo\ g Fallacies in 1824. 

202, footnote. Fletcher, etc, — ^The passage quoted is in 

I. i. 

203. The Months. — Eitery-Day Book, April 16th, 1826. 

203. tAe Queen-liJ{e Closet, — Hannah WooUey, or WoUey 
(fl. 1670), first published this book in 1672. Five 
editions appeared before the end of the century, of 
which Lamb's was the fourth. 

208. Surely Swift must have, etc, — When he wrote his 

Directions to Servants, 

209. Reminiscence of Sir Jeffery Dunstan. — Every" 

D^ Book, June 22nd, 1826. JefFery Dunstan 
was a foundling, long a familiar ngure in London 
as a buyer of old wigs. He was thrice made Mayor 
of Garratt at the mock election at that (then) village 
between Wandsworth and Tooting, an election 
which arose seriously out of encroachments on 
common land there, but which degenerated into 
an occasion for popular jollification. 

209. Sir Harry Dimsdale. — *'Sir** Harry Dimsdale, 

muffin-seller and dealer in tin ware, was in 1796 
Sir JefFery Dunstan's successor in the mock 
mayoralty, and was the last Mayor of Garratt 
elected. 

ZlO, forced animal, — King^ Lear, HI. iv. 113. 

210. burst its cearments. — Hamlet^ I. iv. 48. 

210. alas! how charged, «rc.— Adapted from Pope — 

'' Alas ! how changed from him 
That life of Pleasure, and that soul of whim ! 
. Gallant and gay in Cliveden's proud alcove." 

Moral Essays, III. 305-7. 

212. LMrd Foppington. — In Congreve's comedy, The Relapse, 
Lord Foppington says : " To mind the inside of a 
book is to entertain one's self with the forced 
product of another man's brain. Now I think a 
man of quality and breeding may be much amused 
with his own." 



